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To the Right Honourable, 
JOHN, El f MUL GRAVE, 


Gentleman of his Majeſty's Bed-Chamber, and Knight 
of the moſt Noble Order of the Garter. 


My Lord, 
Is a ſevere Refletion which Montaign has made on Princes, 
| That we ought not, in reaſon, to have any expe ations of Fa- 
wour from them ;, and that 'tis kindneſs enough, if they leave 
ws in poſſeſſion of our own. The boldneſs of the Cenſure ſhows the free 
Spirit of the Author : And the Subjeds of England way juſtly cor- 
gratulate to themſclucs, that both the Natnre of our Government, and 
the Clemency ar King, ſecure us from any ſuch Complaint. I, in 
particular, who ſub/iit wholely by bis Bounty, am oblig'd to give po- 
ſterity a far other account of my Royal Miſter, than what Mon- 
traign has left of his. Thoſe Accuſations bad been more reaſonable, 
if they had bees plac'd on inferiour Perſons. For in all Courts, there 
are too many, who make it their buſineſs to ruine Wit: And 
Montaign, other places, tells ns, what effets he found of their 
c004 Natures. He deſcribes them ſuch, whoſe Ambition, Luit, or pri- 
vate Intereſt, ſcemto be the onely end of their Creation. If good ac- 
erue to any from them, "tis onely in order to their own deſigns : con- 
ferr'd moſt commonly on the biſe and infinonus; and never given, 
bt onely hapning ſometimes 011 well deſervers. Dulneſs has brought 
them to what they ares, and Nice ſecures them in their Fortunes. 
But ſomenhat of Specions they mit have, to recommend themſelves 
to Princes, ( for Folly will not eably go down in its own natural 
form with dijcerning Judges.) And dilicence in wating, is their 
elding of the Pi; for that looks like Love, though tis onely Inte- 
reſt. "lis that which gains 'em their advantage over witty Men; 
who c love of Liberty nd Exſe, makes them willing too often to diſ- 
ebarge therr burden of Attendance on theſe officions Gentlemen. 'Tis 
true, that the nauſeonſmeſs of ſuch Company is enough to diſguit a 
rea'onible Mains, when he ſees, be can hardly approach Greatue 5, 
Lt 3 a MatedCaſile ;, he wut firſt paſs through the Mud and Fith 
A 2 with 
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with which it is 4. Theſeare they, who wanting Wit, af- 
fe Gravity, and go by the name of Solid men: mT 
have, 
by an 
| | = 4 
theirs ought to have Gneins for its Allowance ;, for certainly 
they are no farther honeit, than they are ſilly : They are naturally miſ- 
chievons to their power 3, and if they ſpeak not maliciouſly, or ſharply, 
of witty men, 'tis onely becauſe God has not beitow'd on them the 
gift of utterance. They fawn and crouch to men of parts, whom they 
cannot raine : their Wit when they are preſent, and when they 
ave abſent, fteal their Jefts : But to thoſe who are under 'em, ind 
hey can cruſh with eaſe, they ſhow themſelves in their natural 
Antipathys there they treat Wit like the common Enemy, and give 
it no more quarter, than a Dutch-man would to an E bh Veſſel in 
the Indies; they ſtrike Sail where they know they ſhall be maſter'd, 
and murder where they can with ſaſcty. 

Thir, w—_ —_— er of a Conrtier without Wit ,, and 
therefore that which is a Satyre to other men, muſt be a Paneg yric 
to your Lordſbip, who are a Maſter ofit. If the wh of theſe rooog 
ans could have reach'd erſon, no neceſſity of mine conld have 

rage (6 earneſtly, and ſo long to have cultivated 

your kindneſs. As a Poet, ] cannot but bave made ſome obſervations 
on Mankind : The lowneſs of my Fortune has not yet brought me 
to flatter Vice, and 'tis my duty to give teſtimony to Virtue. "Tis 
tra, Lordſhip is not of that nature, which either ſeeks a Com- 
— or want it. Tour mind = always NG the wretch- 
ed affedation of: Popularity. Apopular mans, in truth, nobetter than 
4 Fine ut. —_ and to the People. He lies down to 
every one he meets for the hire of praiſe , and his Humility is onely 
a diſguis'd Ambition. Even Cicero himſelf, whoſe Eloquence de- 
ſeru'd the admiration of Mankind; yet by his inſatiable thirſt of 
Fame, he has leſſen'd his Charaer with ſucceeding Ages : His Aion 
uy Catiline may be ſaid to have ruin'd the Conſul, when it ſav'd 

. ity : for it ſo ſwelld his Soul, which was not truly great, that 
ever afterwards it was apt to be over-ſct with vanity. An this 
wade his Virtne ſo ſuſpetied by his Friends, that Brutus, whon: of 
all men he ader'd, refits d him a place in is Conſpiracy. A Modern 
197 


in plai liſh, « ſolid, ſolemn Fook Another diſguiſe 1 
( Meets as well as Knaves, take other names, A] 1: 
ias) and thatis the Title of honeſt Fellows. But this 
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Wit has mae this Obſervation on him, That coveting to recommend 
himſelf to Poſterity, begs it as 4n Alms of all his Friends, the 
Hiſtorians, to remember Confurſip : obſerve, F/ you pleaſe, 
the odmeſs of the event ; all their Hiftories are loſt, and the vanity 
of his requeſt ſtands yet recorded inhis own Writings. How much 
more great and manly _— Lordſhip, is your contempt of popular 
appla:ſe, and your retir d Virtue, which ſhines onely to a few ;, with 
whon you live ſo eafily and freely, that you make it evident, you have 
a Soul which is capable of all the tenderneſs; of F —_— and that 
you onely retire your ſelf from thoſe, who are not capable of returning 
it. Tonr kindneſs, where you have once plac'd it, is inviolable > And 
'tis to that onely [ attribute my happineſs in your love. This mikes 
me more eaſily forſake an Argument, on which 1 could otherwiſe delight 
to dwell: I mean, your Judgment in your choice of Friends; be- 
cauſe 1 have the honour t9 be one. After which, I am ſure you will 
more eafily permit me to be ilent, in the cre you hav? taken of my 
Fortune which you have reſend, not onely from the power of others, 
but from my worſt of Enemies, my own modeſty and Lazine(5. Which 
favour, had it been employ'd on 4 more dejerving Subjed, had been an 
effed? of Joffce in your Nature +, but, as plac'd on me, is onelyCharity.. 
it, withal, 'tis conferr'd on ſuch 4 nan, as prefers your kindneſ; it 
ſelf, before any of its Conſequences , and what: uues, as the greateſt 
_ Favours, thoſe of your Love,and of your Converſation. From 
this conſtancy to your Friends, I might reaſonably 1fiame, that your 
Reſentments would be as ſtrong and liſting, if they were not re- 
ftrain'd by « nobler Principle of good Nature an4 Gener)ity, For 
certainly, 'tis the ſame coxmpotion of Min, the fame Reſolution and 
Conrage, which makes the greateſt Friend/hips,and the greatcif Enmi- 
ties. And he who is too lizhtl; reconctF 4, After bieh Provucitions, 
may recommend himpelf to the World for a Chriſti in, but I ſhould 
hardly trust him for 4 Friend, The Halians bao +4 Proverb to thit 
purpoſe, To forgive the tuſt time ſhows me a gol Carholic,the [+ 
cond time a Fool. To this F; rmmeſs in all your Ations [ thouet y34 
are wanting in no 6ther Ornaments of Mind 1un4 Badly, yet to this ) I 
principally aſcribe the Þitcreſt your Merits have acquir d you in the 
Raz tl Family. A Prince, who is conſtant to hinz{elf, and (tex ly in 
all bis undertakings; ene with whow th a Chu ader of Horace wi4 


av co, : 
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$i tractus illabatur orbis 
Impavidum ferient ruinz, 
Such an ore cannot but place an eſteem, and repoſe a confidence on 
him, whom no A4ver(ty, no change of Courts, no Bribery of Intereſts, 
or Cabals of Fations, or Advantages of Fortune, can remove from 
the ſolid forndations of Honour and Fidelity. 
Ne meos, primus qui mefibi junxlt, amores 
Abſtulit 3 ille habeat ſccum, ſerverque (epulcro. 
How well your Lordſhip will deſerve that praiſe, I ncod no inſpira- 
tion to foretel. Tou have already left no room for Prophecy : your 
early nndertakings have been ſuch, m the ſervice of your King 11:4 
Conntrey, when you offer d your ſelf to the moit dangerons emploz- 
ment, that of the Seas, when you choſe to abandon thoſe delights, to 
which your Youth and Fortune did invite you, to undergo the ha- 
zards, and, which was worſe, the compeny of common Sea-men, that 
you have made it evident, youwill refuſe no opportunity of rendring 
your ſelf uſeful to the Nation, when exther your Courage or Condutt 
ſhall be requir d. — zeal and faithfulneſs continues in your 
Blond, which animated one of your Noble Ancefto 5 to ſacrifice his life 
in the Þrnarrel of his Soverergn : though, Thope, Loth for your ale 
and for the publick Tranqrilltty, the ſame occahen will 21ever be of- 
fer'd to your I ordſpip, ard that a better Deſtiny will attend you. 
But I make haſte to confider you as abſtraffed from a Court, which 
( if you will grve me leave to uſe a termof Logick.) is onely an Ad- 
Juntl, not a Propriety - Happineſs. The Academicks, | confeſs, were 
willirg to adnnt the Geods of Fortune into their Notion of Felicity; 
but I do not remember, that any of the Se&s of old Philoſophers 414 
ever leave a room for Greatneſs. Neither am 1 form'd tr pr 11 + 
Court, who admire and covet oth ive, but the caWreſs and quilt of 
retirement. Inaturally withdraw my 'gEt from a Precipices, « 
mit the Proſpeti be recer ſo large .»d goodl;, can take v3 pc ine 
ever in lookir'g 6n the downfall, though I a1 jecure from the dancer. 
Methinks there's ſemething of a malignant joy in that excedent dc- 
ſcription of Lucietius, 
Suave maii magno turbantibus 7quora ventis 
E tc114 magnum altcrivs fpectare laborcm x 
Non quia vexatii quenquam clt jucunda voluptas 
Sd quivus iple malis caicas, qu'z ceincre luave colt. 
I wm 
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I a7 ſure bis Maſter Epicurus,and my better Maſter Cowley, pre- 
fer'd the ſolitude of a Garden, and the a of a friend 
to any con'ideration, ſo much as a regard, of thoſe unhappy People, 
whom in our own wrong, we call the great. True greatue(s, if it be 
any where on Earth, is in a private Virtue; remov d from the notion 
of Pomp and Vanity, confu'd to 4 contemplation of it ſelf, and 
cemtring on it ſelf: 

Ommis enim per (c Divum natura, neceſle cſt 

Immoitali avo ſumma cum pace fruatur ; 

-— Cui ſemota, mctuque 

Ipfa ſuis pollens opibus 
If this be not the oſs " & Deity, becauſe it carnot conliſt with 
Providence ;, 'tis at leaſt a godlike life: I can be contented, ( and I 
am ſure I heve your Lordſhip of my opinion ) with an hunter 
ſtation in the Temple of Virtue , than to be ſet on the Pinacle 
of it. 
Y Dibicere unde queas alios, paſſimque videre 

Errare, atque viam palantis quzrere vitz. 
The truth is, the conſideration of ſo vain a Creature as nan, is 
not worth our pains. I have fool” enongh at home without looking 
for it abroad : and am a ſufficient Theater to my ſelf of ridiculous 
allions, without c> pedirng company, either in a Court, a Tonn, or 
Play-houſe. Tis on this account that I am weary with drawing 
the deformities of Life, ind I azars of the People, where every figure 
of imperfeilion more reſembles me than it can do others. If I nmuſt 

condemn'd to Rhyme, I fhould find ſome eaſe in my change of 
puniſhment. I dere to be no longer the Silypluus of the Stage 3 
to rowl up a Stone with endleſs labour ( which to follow the proverb, 
mr_ no Niotle ) and which is perpetually falling down ag tin. 

utver thought my ſelf very f.t for an Employment, where many of 
my Predeceſſors k.ave excel d me in all kinds, and ſome of myCon- 
temporaries, even 1 my own partial Judgment, have cdcbes me in 
Comedy. Some little hopes I have yet remiining, and thoſe tos, 
conſiderirg my abilities, may be vain, that I may make the world 
ſome part of axvrnds, for many ill Playes, by an Heroique Poent. 
Your Lordſhip has been lung acquainted with my deſign 5 the ſub- 
jeft of which you know is greet, the ftery Engliſh, an4 neither too 
four diſtart from the prejert Age,nor tco near approaching it. Such 

ts. 
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it is in my opinion that T could not have wiſh'd « nobler occaſion to 
do honour by it to my King, my Country, and my friends ; aye 
our antient Nobility being concern'd in the Ation. And your Lord- 
ſhip has one [Ie yes reaſon to promote this undertaking, becauſe 
were the firit who gave me the opportunity of diſconrſing it to his Ma- 
jeſty, and his Royal Highneſs : They were then pleas d, both to 
commend the Deſign, and to encourage it by their Commands. But the 
wiſettl dreſs of my condition has hn herto put a ftop to my thoughts 
concerning it. As I ammo ſucceſſor to Homer in his Wit, ſo reitber 
do I defire to Le in his Poverty. I can mike no Rhapſodies, nor go 4 
begging at the Gracian doors, while I Ing the praiſes of their Ance- 
flors. The times of Virgil pede we better, becauſe he had an Augu- 
itus for his Patron. And to draw the Allegory nearer you, | am ſure 
Iſhall not want a Mecenas with him. 'Ts for your Lordſhipto ſtir 
up that remembrance in his Mijeſty, which [is many avocations o 
buſineſs have caus'd him, I fear, to lay aſide. And, ( as himſelf and 
his Royal Brother are the Heroes of the Poem ) to repreſent to them 
the Images of their Warlike Predeceſſors ; as Achilles _ to be 
rons'd to Glory, with the ight of the Combat _ the Ships. For 
my own part, I amſatisfi'd to have offer'd the Deſigns and it may 
beto the advantage of my Reputation to have it refus d me. 

In the mean time, my Lord, I take the confidence to preſent you 
with a Tragedy; the Charaers of which are the neareſt to theſe 0 
an Heroick Poem. "Twas dedicated to you in my heart, before 'twas 
preſented on the Stage. Some things in it have paſs d your gods 
tion, and many your amendment. Tou were lkewiſe plear'd to re- 
commend it to & K ing's peruſal, before the Lift hand was added to 
it, when I receiv'd the favour from him, to have the moſt con- 
Cderable event of it modell'd by his Royal Pleaſure. It may be ſome 
vanity in me to add his Teſtimony then, and which ke graciouſly con- 
frm'd afterwards, that it was the beſt of all my Tragedies, in which 
be has made Anthentick my private opinion of it 5 at leaſt, he hes 
given it a value by his Commendation, which it had not by my 
Writing. 

That which was not pleaſing to ſome of the fair Ladies in the l:ſs 
AT ofit, as I dare not vindicate, ſo neither can I wholly condenm, 
till ] find more reaſon for their Cenſures. The procedure of Inda- 
mora and Meleſinda, ſeems yet, in my judgment, natural, and not 
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a——_ their Charaers. If they who arraign them fail not 
wore, the 2 will never blame L + bs : Ard I hell heals 
for the honour of my Countrey, to find better Images of Virtue drawn 
to the life in their behaviour, than any I could feign to adorn the 
Theatre. I confeſs have onely repreſented a pra@icable Virtue, mix'd 
with the frailties and i eJions of humane life. I have made my 
Heroine fearful of death, which neither Caſlandra nor Cleopatra 
would have been; and they themſelves, I doubt it not, would have 
entdone Romance in that particular. Tet their Mandana ( and the 
Cyrus was written bya Lady ) was not altogether ſo hard-hearted : 
for ſhe ſat down on the cald ground by the King of Allyria, and not 
onely piti'd him, who dy d im her defence; but allow'd him ſome fa- 
vours, ſuch, perhaps, as they would think, ſhould onely be permitted 
to her Cyrus. 1 have made my Melelinda, in oppoſition to Nour- 
mahal, 2 Woman paſſionately loving of her Husband, patient of in- 
juries and contempt, and conitant in her kindneſs, to the laſt : and in 
that, perhaps, 1 may have err'd, becauſe it is not a Virtue much in 
uſe. Thoſe Indian Wives are loving Fools, and may do well to 
keep themſclues in their own Countrey, or, at leaſt, to keep company 
with the Arnia's and Portia's of old Rome: ſome of owr Ladies 
know better things. But, it may be, I am partial to my own Writings : 
get I have labour'd as much as any man, to diveſt my ſelf of the 
ſelf-opinion f an Author, and amtoo well ſatisfi'd of my own weak- 
eſe to be pleas'd with any thing I have written. But on the other 
fide, my reaſon tells me, that,in probability, what I have ſeriouſly and 

conſider d, may be as likely to be juſt and natural, as what an 
ordinary Judge (if there be any ſuch amongſt thoſe Ladies will think 
fit, in a tranſient Preſentation, to be plac'd in the room of that which 
they condemn. The wof judicious Writer is ſometimes miſtaken, = 
all bis. care : but the haſty Critick , who judges on a view, is full as 
liable to be deceiv'd. Let him firſt conſider all the Arguments, which 
the Author had jo write this,or to devgn the other, before he arraigns 
him of a fault : and then, perhaps, on ſecond thoughts, he will find his 
Reaſon oblige him to revoke his Cenſure. Tet, after all, I will not be 
too poſitive. Homo ſum, humani a me nihil alienum puto. As I am 
a Man, 1 muſt be changeable : and ſometimes the graveſt of ws all 
are ſo, even upon ridiculous accidents. Our minds are perpetually 


wrought on by the temperament of our Bodies : which makes me ſu;- 
p ped, 
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pe, they are nearer allid, than cither our Philoſophers or School- 
Divines will allow them to be. Thave obſerv'd, ſays Montaign, that 
when the Body is ont of Order, its Companion is ſel low at his eaſe. 
An ill Dream, or a Cloudy day, has power to change this wretched 
Creature, who is ſo prond of a reaſonable Soul, and make him think 
what he thought not yeiterdsy. And Homer was of this opinion, as 
Cicero i pleas d to tranſlate him for us : 
Tales kunt hominum mentes quali pater ipſe 
Jupiter, auCtiferi luſtravit lampade terras. 

Or as the ſame Anthor, in his Thuſculane @ueitions, ſpeaks with more 
modeſty than wſual of himſelf : Nos in diem vivimus; quodcun- 
que animos noſtros probabilitate percuſit, id dicimus. 'T:s wot 
therefore impoſſible, but that I may alter the concluſron of my Play, to 
reſtore my ſelf into the good Graces of my fair Criticks. And your 
Lordſhip, who is ſo well with them, may do me the Office of a Friend 
and Patron, to intercede with them on my —_— of amendment. 
The Impoter t Lover in Petronius, though his was a very unpardo- 
nable crime, yet was recerv'd to mercy on the terms [ offer. Summa 
excuſationis mex hxc elt : placebotibi, ft culpam emendare per- 
miſcris. 

But I am conſcious to my ſelf of offering at a greater boldneſ;, in 
pm to your view what my meanneſs can produce, than in any 
other error of my Play. And therefore make beſte to break off this te- 
dious — which has, I know not how, already rm it ſelf into ſo 
wuchof Pedantry, with an excuſe of Tully's, which he ſent with his 
Books De Finibus, to his Friend Brutus, De ipſis rebus autem, (- 
penumero Brute vereor ne reprehendar, cum hxc ad te ſcribam, 
quitum in Poeſi,( 1 change it from Philolophid )tumin optimo ge- 
nere Pocſeos tantum proceſleris. Quod (1 facerem quaſi te erudi- 
ens, jure reprehenderer. Sed ab co plurimam abſum: nec, ut ca 
cognoſcas quz tibi notiflima ſunt ad te mitto : ſedquia facillim> 
1m nomine tuo acquieſco,& quia tehabeo zquiflimum corum ſtu- 
diorum, quz mii communia tecum ſunt, z{timatorem & judi- 
cem. Which you may pleaſe, my Lord, to apply to your ſelf, from hine. 
who is 

Your Lord(hip's moſt obedient humble Servant, 


DRTYDEN. 
Prox 
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Ur Author by experience findsit true, 
'Trs much more hard to pleaſe himſelf than you : 

And out of no teign'd modeſty, this day, 
Damns his laborious Tritle of a Play : 
Not that its worſe than what before he writ, 
But he has now another taſte of Wit; 
And to confeſs : —_ (th oa time.) 
Grows weary of his long-lov'd Miſtris, Rh 
Paſhon's a, to bein Fetters bound, _— 
And Nature flies him like Enchanted Ground. 
What Verſe can do, he has perform'd in this, 
Which he preſumes the correct of his : 
Burt ſpite of all his pride a fecret ſhame, 
ave his breaſt at Shakeſpear's ſacred name: 
Aw'd when he hears his Godlike Romans rage, 
He, in a juſt deſpair, would quit the Stage. 
And to an Age leſs poliſh'd, more unskill'd, 
Does, with diſdainthe foremoſt Honours yield. 
As with the greater Dead he dares not ſtrive, 
He wou'd notmatch his Verſe with thoſe who live: 
Let him retire, betwixt two Ages caſt, 
The fir{t of this, and hindmoſt of the laſt. 
A loſing Gameſter, let him ſneak away; 
He bears no ready Money from the Play. 
The Fate which governs Poets, thought it fit, 
He ſhou'd not raiſe his Fortunes by his Wit. 
The Clergy thrive, and the litigious Bar 3 
Dull Heroes fatten with the ſpoils of War : 
All Southern Vices, Hcav'n be prais'd, arc here; 
But Wit's a luxury you think too dear. 
When you tocultivate the Plant arc loath, 
'Tisa fd ſign 'twas never of your growth : 
And Wit in Northern Climates will not blow, 
Except, like Orange-treer, 'tis hous'd from Snow. 
There needs no care to put a Play-houſe down, 
Tis the moſt defart place of all the Town. 
We and our Neighbours, to ſpeak proudly, arc 
Like Monarchs, ruin'd with expcntive War. 
While, like wiſe Exgliþ, unconcern'd, you fit, 
And icc us play the Tragedy of Wit. Perſons 


Perſons Repreſented 


He old Emperor. 
| Anreng-Zebe his Son, 
Moerat, his younger Son. 
Arimant, Governour of Agra. 
Dianet. 
Solyman. 
Mir Baba. 
Abas. 
Aſaph Chan. 
Faxzel Chan. 


Nourmabal, the Empreſs. 
Indamora, a Captive Queen. 
Meleſindas, Wite to Morat. 


Zayda , Favourite Slave to the 


Empreſs. 


By 


Mr. Mobnn. 
Mr. Hart. 

Mr. Kynaſton. 
Mr Winterſhal. 
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Indian Lords, or 
Omrabs, of (cve- 


ral Factions. 
Mrs. Marſbal. 
Mrs. Cox. 


Mrs. Corbet. 
Mrs. Uphbil. 


SCENE, Aera, inthe Year 1660. 


AURENG. 


C1) 


AURENG-ZEBE. 


IRAGEDY. 


——  —— —— —— 


ACTI. 


Arimant, Aſaph Chawn, Fazel Chawn. 


Arim. Eav'n ſeems the Empire ofthe Eaſt to lay 
On the ſucceſs of this important day : 
Their Arms are to thelaſt deciſion bent, 

And Fortune labours with the vaſt event : 

She now hasin her hand the greateſt ſtake, 

Which for contending Monarchs ſhe can make. 

What er can urge ambitious Youth to fight, 

She pompouſly diſplays before their ſight : 

Laws, Empire, All permitted to the Sword, 

And Fate could ne'r anampler Scene afford. 

Aſaph. Four ſeveral Armes to the Field are led, 

Which, highin equal hopes four Princes Head : 

Indus and Ganges, our wide Empires Bounds, 

Swell their dy'd Currents with their Natives wounds : 
Each purple River winding, as he runs, 

His bloudy armsabout hisſlaughter'd Sons. 

Fzel.1 well remember you toretold the Storm, 
When firſt the Brothers did their FaQtions form: 
Whencach, by curs'd Cabals of Women, ſtrove 
To draw th'indulgent King to partial 7 


(2) 


Arim. What Heav'n decrees, no prudence can prevent. 


To cure theft mad Ambition, they were ſent : 

Forule a diſtant Prowince each alone. + - 

What could a careful Father more have done ? 

He made proviſion againſt all, but Fate; 

While, by ts health, we held ourpeace of State. 

The weight of ſeventy Winters preſt him down, 

He bent th the burthen of a Crowne 

Sickne<, at laſt; did his ſpent Body ſeize, 

And lite almoſt ſunk under the diſcaſe: 

Mortal 'twas thought, at leaſt by them deſir'd, 

Who, ANIL his years inquir'd : 

Asata Signal, ſtreight the Sons prepare 

For open force, and ruſh to fudden War: 

Meeting, like Winds broke looſe upon the Main, 

Toprove, by Arms, whoſe Fate it wasto Reign. 
aph. Rebels and Parricides ! 


Arim. Brand not their ations with fo foul a name : 


Pity, atleaſt; what weare forc'd to blame. 

When _— cold hand has clos'd the Father's eye, 
You knowthe younger Sons aredoom'd to dic. 
Leſs ills are choſen greater to avoid, 

And Nature's Laws areby the States deſtroy'd. 
What courage tamely could to death conſent, 

And nog, by {triking firlt, the blow prevent? 
Whofallsin fight, cannot himſelf accuſe, 

And hedies greatly who a Crown purſues, 


To them, Solyman Agah. 


Solzm. A new Expreſsall Agra does afright : 
Darah and Awong-Zebe are joyn'd in Fights 
The Preſs of people thickens to the Court, 
Th'impatient crowd devouring the 
Arim. T each changing news they c 


rt 
And ſervilely from Fate expett a King, 
Solym. The Miniſters of State, who gave us Law, 
Incorners, with ſclefed Friends, withdraw : . 


ng'd affections bring, 


There 


' 
| 
| 


(3) 

There, in deafmurmurs, ſolemnly are wiſe; 

Whifp ring, like Winds, ere Hurricanes ariſe. 

The molt corrupt are molt obſequious grown, 

And thoſe they {corn'd, officioutly they own. 

Aſaph. In change of Government, 

The Rabble rule their great Oppreſlors Fate : 

Do —_—_ Juſtice, and revenge the State, 

Solym. The little Courtiers, who ne'r come to know 

The depth of Factions, as in Mazes go , 

Where Int'rc{ts meet and crols fo ptt, that they 

With too much care are wilder'd in their way. 

Arim. What ofthe Emperor ? 
Solym. Unmov'd, and brave, he like himſelf appear 

And, meriting no ill, nodanger fears : 

Yet mourns his former vigour loſtſo far, 

Tomake him now ſpettator of a War : 

Repining that he muſt preſerve his Crown 

By any help or courage but his own : 

Wiſhes, cach minute, he could _— 

Thoſe Rebel-Sons, who darer'uſurp his Seat : 

To ſway his Empire with unequal skill, 

And mounta Throne, which none but he can fill 
Arim. Oh! had he (till that Character waintain'd, 

Of Valour, which in blooming Youth he gain'd! 

He promis'd in his Eaſt a —_ Race; | 

Now, ſunk from his Meridian, ſets apace. 

But as the Sun, when he from Noon declines, 

And with abatcd heat, leſs fiercely ſhines, 

Scems togrow milder as he goes away, 

Plealing himſelf with the remains of Day : 

So he who, in his Youth, for Glory ſtrove, 

Would recompence his Age with Eaſe and Love. 
Aſaph. The nameof Father hateful to him grows, 
Which, for one Sen, produces him three Foes. 
Fazel. Darah, the cldeſt, bearsa generous mind 3 

But to implacable revenge inchin'd, 

Too openly does Love and hatred ſhow :; 

A bounteousMalter, but a _ Foe. 
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Solym. From Sujab's valour I ſhould much expett, 
But he's a Bigot of the Perſtan Sett : 

And, by a Foreign Int'reſtſceks to Reign, 
Hopeleſs by Love the Sceptre toobtain. 

Aſaph. Morat's too inſolent, too much a Brave, 
His Courage to his Envy 1s a Slave. 

What heattempts, if his endeavours fail 
Teeffect, he isrefolv'd no other ſhall. 

Arim. But Aureng-Zebe, by no ſtrong paſſion ſway'd, 
Except his Love, moretemp rateis, and weigh'd : 
This Atlas mult our ſinking State uphold ; 

In Council cool, but in Performance bold: 

He ſums their Virtues in himſelf alone, 

And adds the greateſt, of a Loyal Son: 

His Father's Cauſe upon his Sword he wears, 
And with his Arms, we hope, his Fortune bears. 

Solym. T wo valt Rewards may well his courage move, 
A Parent's Bleſſing, and a Miltris Love. 

It heſucceed, his recompence, we hear, 
Mult be the Captive Queen of Caſſimere. 


Tothem, Abas. 


Abas. Miſctuefs on miſchief, greater ſtill, and more : 

The — Plain with Arms is cover'd o'r : 

The Vale an Iron-Harveſt ſeemsto yield 

of _ Lances ina I 
The polliſh'd Steel gleams terribly trom far, 

And every moment nearer ſhows the War. 

The Horſes Neighing by the Wind isblown, 

And Caſtl'd-Elephants o'r-look 'the Town. 

Arins. If, as I fear, Morat theſe Pow'rs commands, 
Our Empire onthe brink of rutine ſtands » 
Th'ambitious Empreſs with her Son is joyn'd, 

And, in his Brother's abſence, hasdeſign'd 
The unprovided Town to take with caſe, * 
And theo, the Perſonof the King to ſeize. 


Solym, 


| (5) 
Sol; »1. To 5!l his former Iſſue ſhe has ſhowrr 
Long hare, an! labour'd to advance her own. 
Ab. Theſe Troops are his. 
Swrat he took; and thence, preventing Fame, 
By quick and painful Marches hither came. 
Since his approach, he to his Mother ſent, 
And twolong hours in cloſe debate wereſpent. 
Arim.1'll to my Charge, the Cittadel, repair, 
And ſhow my duty by my timely care. 


To them the Emperor with a Letter in his hand: after him, an 
Ambaſſador, with a Train following. 


Aſaph. But ſee, the Emperor ! a fiery red 
His Brows and glowing Temples does o'r-fpread, 
Moreat hasſome diſpleafing Meſlage ſent. 

Amb. Do not,great Sir, mi e his intent; 
Nor call Rebellion what was prudent care, 
To guard himſelf by neceflary War : 
While he believ'd you living, he obey'd : 
His Governments but as your Vice-Roy ſway'd ; 
But, when he thought you gone; 
T'augment the number of the Blefs'd above, 
He deem'd 'em Legacies of Royal love: 
Nor arm'd his Brothers Portions to invade, 
But to defend the preſent you had made. 

Emp. By frequent Meſſages, and ſtrift Commands, 
Heknew my pleaſure to diſcharge his Bands : 
Proof of my life my Royal Signet made 3 
Yet ſtill hearm'd, came on, and diſobey'd. 

Amb. He thought the Mandat forg'd, your death conceal'd; 
And but delay'd, till truth ſhould be reveal'd. 

. News of my death from Rumor hereceiv'd ; 

And what he wiſh'd, he cafily believ'd: 
But long demurr'd, though from my hand he knew 
I hv'd, D loath he wasto think it true. 
Since he =—_ ignorance to that command, 


Now let him ſhow his duty, and disband. 


- ( Fi ) 

Amb. His Honour, Sir,-will ſuffer inthe Cauſe, 
He vields his Arms unjuſt if he withdraws : 
And begs his Loyalty may be declar'd, 
By owningthole he leads to be your guard. 

Emp. I, inmy felt, have all the Guard need; 
Bid the preſumpruous Boy draw off with ſpeed : 
If his audacious Troops one hour remain, 
My Cannon from the Fort ſhall ſcour the Plain. 

Amb. Since you deny him entrance, he demands 
His Wife, whom cruclly you hold in Bands: 
Her, jf unjuſtly you from him detain, 
He juſtly will by force of Arms regain. 

'mp. O'r him, and his, a right from Heav'n [ have ; 

Subject, and Son, he's doubly born my Slave. 
But whatſoe'r his own demerits are, 
Tell him, I ſhall not make on Women, War. 
And yet I'll do hey Innocence the grace, 
Tokeep her here, as in the ſafer place. 
But thou, who dar'lt this bold defiance bring, 
May'ſt feel the rage of an offended King. 
Hence from my ſight, without the leaſt reply : 
.One word, nay, one look more, and thou ſhalt die. 
[ Exit Ambaſ#ador. 


Re-enter Arimant. 


Arim. May Heav'n, great Monarch, ſtill augment your blig 
With length of days, and every day like this. 
For, from the Bapks of Gemma news is brought, 
Your Army has a bloudy Battel fought: 
Darabfcom Loyal Aureng-Zebe is fled ; 
And fourty thouſand of his Men lie dead. 
To S»jah next your conquering Army drew 
Himthey ſurpris'd, and cabily or-threw. 

Emp. Tis well. 

Arin. But well ! what more could at your wiſh be done, 
Thantwo ſuch Conquelts gain'd by ſuch a Son ? 
Your pardon, mighty Sir ; 

bk You 


On lb -— wo _— 


You ſeem not high enough your Joys to rate ; 
You ſtand indebted - w =_ to Fate : 
And ſhould large t the great Bleſiin . 

I Ads owes me A —_y i F 
And, d my joy more high for this, appear, 

It would have argu'd me before of fear. 
How is Heav'n kind, wherel have nothing won, 
And Fortune onely pays me with my own : | 

Arim. Great Axreng-Zebe did duteous care expreſs: 

And durſt not puſh too far his good ſucceſs. 
But leſt Morat the City ſhould attack, 
Commanded' his victorious Army back ; 
Which, left to marchas ſwiftly as they may, 
Himſelf comes firſt, and will be here this day, 
Before acloſe-torm'd Siege ſhut up his way. 

Emp. Prevent his purpoſe, hence, hence with all thy ſpeed. 
Stop him; his entrance to the Town forbid. 

Arim. How, Sir? your Loyal, your Victorious Son ? 

Emp. Him would I, more than all the Rebels, ſhun. 

Arim. Whom with your pow'r and fortune, Sir, you truſt ; 
Now to (aſpect is vain, as 'tis unjuſt. 0s 
He comes not witha Train to move your fear, 

But truſts himſelf, to be a pris'ner here. 

You knew him brave, you know him faithful now: 
He aims at Fame, but Fame trom ſerving you. 

'Tis faid, Ambition in his breaſt does rage : 

Who would not be the Hero of an Age ? 

All grant him prudent: prudence interc{t weighs, 
And intereſt bids him ſeek your love and ora. 

I know you grateful 3 When he march'd from hence, , 
You bad him hope an ample recompence : 

He conquer'd in that hope 3 and from your hands, 
His Love, the precious pledge he left, demands. 

Emp. No more 3 you ſearch too deep my wounded mint : 
And ſhow me what I fear, and would not hnd. 

My Son has all the debts of duty paid : 
Our Prophet ſcnds him to my preſent aid, 


Suid 


Such virtne to diſtruſt were baſc and low : 
I'm not ungrateful .. or I was not (0! 
Inquire no farther, ſtop his coming on : 

I will not, cannot, dare not ſce my Sor, 

Arim. Tis now too late his entrance to prevent : 
Nor muſt I to your ruine give conſent. 

At once your Peoples heart and Son's you loſe: 
And give him all, when you jult things retule. 

Emp. Thou lov'{t me ture 3 thy taith has oft been tri'd, 
In ten pitch'd Fields, not (ſhrinking from my fide, 
—_— me noadviceto bring me caſe. 

im. Can you be cur'd, and tglf not your diſcaſe? 
T askK'd you, Sir. 

Thou ſhould'ſt have ask'd again: 

There hangsa ſecret ſhame on guilty men. 
Thouſhould(t have pull'd the ſecret from my breaſt, 
Tornovtthe bearded Steel to give mereſt : 
Atleaſt, thou (ſhould ſt have ghels'd 
Yet thou art honelt, thou could'ſt near have gheb'd. 
Haſt thou been never baſe ? did Love ne'r bend 
Thy frailer Virtue, to betray thy Friend ? 
Flatter me, make thy Court, and ſay, It did: 
Kings ina Crowd would have their Viccs hid. 
We would be kept in count'nance, ſav'd from ſhame: 
And own'd by others whocommit the ſame. 
Nay, now I have confelsd. —-— 
Thou ſeeſtme naked, and without diſguiſe : 
I look on Awreng-Zebe with Rivals eyes. 
He has abroad my enemyes orecome, 
And I have ſought to ruin him at home. 

Arim. This free confeſſion ſhowes you long did ſtrive : 
And virtue, though opprelt, is {till alive. 

But what ſucceſs did your injuſtice find ? 

Emp. What it delerv'd, and not what I dcfign'd. 
Unmov'd ihe ſtood, and deaf to all my prayers, 

As Scas and Winds to ſinking Marineis. 
But Scas grow calm, and Winds are rcconcil'd: 
Her Tyrant beauty never grows more mil-l, 


Pray; 


CC nom ry ey 
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Pray'rs, promiſes, and threats were all in vain. 
ine. Then cure your felt by diſdain. 
. Virtue, diſdain, deſpair, I oft have tri'd, 
And toil'd, have with new Arms my Foe defi'd. 
This made me with fo little joy to 
The Victory, when I the Vidtor fear. 

Arim. Something you ſwiftly mult reſolve todo, 
Leſt -=Zebe your ſecret Loveſhould know. 
Morat without does for your rune wait z 
And would you loſe the Buckler of your State ? 
A jealous Empreſs lies within your Arms, 

Too haughty to endure neglected Charms. 

Your Son isduteous, but( as Man ) he's frail. 

And juſt revenge o'r vertue may _ 
om me, 


=_ Go then to Indamora, ſay 
Two Lives d upon her ſecreſie. 
Bid her my paſſion from my Son 


Though Awreng-Zebe return a Conqueror, 
Both he and ſhe are ſtill within my pow'r. 
Say, I'm a Father, buta Lover too : 
Much to my Son, more to my ſelf I owe. 
When ſhe receives him, to her words give Law: 
And even the kindneſs of her glances awe. 
Sce, he appears ! 


[ After a ſhort whiſper, Arimant departs. 
Emter Aureng-Zcbe, Dianet, and Attendants. AurengZebe 


| kneels to his Father, and kiſſes his hand; 


Aur. My Vows have been ſucceſsful as my Sword : 


My pray rs are heard, you have your health reſtor'd. 
Once more tis given me tobchold your face : 

The belt of Kings and Fathers to embrace. 
Pardon my tears; 'tis joy which bids 'em flow, 

A joy which never was yncere till now. 

That which my Conqueſt gave I could not prize; 
Or twas impertect tillI ſaw your eycs. 


C 


En. 
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Emp. Turn the diſcourſe: I have a reaſon why 
I would not have you ſpeak ſo tenderly. 
Knew you what ſhame your kind —_ bring, 
You would inpity ſpare a wretched King, 

Aur. A King! yourob me, Sir, of half my due : 
You have a dearer name, a Father too. 

Emp.1 had that name. 

Aur. ——— What have aid or done, 
That I no longer muſtbe call'd your Son ? 
"Tis in that name, Heav'n knows, I glory more, 
Than that of Prince, or that of Conqueror. 

Emp. Then you upbraid me; I am pleas'd to ſee 


You're not {o but can fail, like me. 
I have no God to deal with. 
— Now I find 


Some ſhe Court-Devil has ſeduc'd your mind : 
Fill'd it with black ſuſpicions, not your own : 
Andall my aGtions through falſe Optics ſhown. 
I ne'rdid Crowns ambitiouſly regard : 
Honour I ſought, the generous mind's reward. 
may you hve! while you the Sceptre [way | 
jy — 7 >= DOOOY 
.O ng- virtues ſhinetoo bri 

They flaſh tooherce : I, like the Bird of Night, ! 
Shut my dull eyes, and (icken at the ſight. 
Thou haſt deferv'd more love than I can ſhow : 
But 'tis thy fate to give, and mine to owe. | 
Thou feel me mu diſtemper'd in my mind: , | 
Pull'd back, and then puſh'd forward to be kind. | 
Virtue, and —— fain I would my filence break, | 
But have not yet the confidence to (peak. 
Leave me, and to thy needful reſt repair. | 

Aur. Reſt is not ſuiting with a Lover's care. | 
I have not yet my Indamora (cen. [Is going. 

Emp. Somewhatl had forgot z come hack again: | 
So weary of a Father's company | | | 

Aur. Sir, you were pleas'd your fclt to licenſe me. | 


Emp. | 
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Emp. You made menorelation of the Fight. 
Beſides, a Rebel's Army is in ſight. 
Adviſe me firſt: yet g0-———_ 

Hegoesto Indamors 3 I ſhould take 

A kind ofenvious joy to RT 

Yet to detain him makes my 

I bate hispreſence, and his | ſence | 

Aur. To ſome new Clime, or toth aulratiy. 

Oh friendleſs and forſaken Virwe the. 

Thy Indian Air is deadly to thee 

Deceit and canker'd malice rule nc ch 
Why did my Arms 1n Battel profſp'rous prove, 
Togainthe barren praiſe of Filial love ? 

The beſt of Kings by Women is miſled, 
Charm'd by the Witchcraft of a ſecond Bed. 
Againſt my ſelf I Victories have wonn, | 
And by my fatal abſence am undone. 


To him Indamora, with Arimang,. 


wy 
But here _ _ ! _ * 
In the calm Harbour of whoſe breaſt 
Tempeſt-beaten Soul may Gely- reſt 

Tz heart's joy ! what e'rm my focrows be 
They ceaſe and vaniſh, in beholdingthee! . 
Care S—_ thy walks; as at the cheofal light, 
The groaning —_— — obſcene rake flight. 
By this one view, all my paltpainsare 

4 cafie __.. 


And all I have to come more 


Ind. Such ſullen Planets at my Birth did ſhine; 


They threaten every Fortune mixt with mine; 

Fly the purſuit of = difaſtrous love, 

And from unhapp ——_ remove, 
Amr. Bid the {+ Bao 


Who hardned hoods Be ongin Tilloge | 
Neglect the promis'd Harveſt of the$ail _ 


Should I, who cultivated Love with Bloud, 


Refuſe palleſſiion of approaching good ? 
C 2 
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[Exit, 
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Which he whoondy thinks hinks he muctabes. 
ew thinks waxes 

nao fs _—_— ——_ Beams 
u p the gaudy Dream. 
Preenred oh rapture 'tis enjoy'd: 


Ry high Fancy, and'by low deftroy'd. 
NLePbevi ——_— all the hre - 


Which, in firſt Decams, — does inſpire : 
aradi 


I dream, in you, our promis'd 
An Ages tumult of contimu'd bliſs. * 
But you have ſtill your happineſs in doubt: 
Or le 'tis paſt, and'you have dream't it our, 
Ind. Perhaps not fo 
Aur. Can Indamors prove 
So alter'd? Isit but, Perhaps you Love ? 
Then farewell all! I thought in you to find 
A Balm, to cure my much diſtemper'd mind. 
I came to grievea Father's heart eſtrang'd ; 
But little thought ro-fihd a Miſtris chang'd; 


Nature her ſelf is chang'd to puniſhme : 6 
Virtue turn'd Vice, and Faith Inco ; 
Ind. You heard me not Inconſtancy 
"Twas but-a Friend's advice to love me leſs. 
Who knows what adverſe — befall 2- 


Arm OT_ons mind : all. 


\ dr Then to ear d my Lovebetray, 
————_—_ oor nr 
You the Glas, but turn the Perſpettive; 
And farther off the leſſen'd Objedt dnve. 
You bid me fear : in thatyourchange I know: 
You would prepareme for the coming blow. 
But, to prevent you, take my laſt Adieu z 
I'll adly tell my felf you are untrue, ! 
Rathes than ſtay to bear it told by you, | [Going 


—— 
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hd. Stay, Aureng-Zebe, I muſt not let you go.. | 
And yet believe your ſelf, your own worſt _ ! 
Think I am true, and ſeek no more to know. 
Let in my brealt the fatal Secret lie, . 
'Tis a ſad Riddle, which, if known, we die. [ Seeming to Pauſe. 
Ar. Fair Hypocrite, you ſeek to cheat in vain 
Your ſilence argues you ask time to teign. 
Once more, farewel : the ſnare in fight 1s laid, 
'Tis my own fault if I am now betray'd. [ Going again: 
Ind. Yet once more ſtay 3 you ſhall believe me true, 
Though in one Fate I wrap my ſelf and you. 
(eNCn——— 


Your a 

Arins, Hold ; you know the hard Command 
I muſt obey : you onely can withſtand 
Your own mi p- I beg you on my Knee, 

Be not unhappy by your own Decree. , 

Aur. Spea by (if that-be yet an Oath.) 
Your Love, I'm pleasd we ſhould be ruin'd both. 
Both isa ſound of joy. 

In Death's dark Bow'rs our Bridals we will keep : 
And hiscold hand , 
Shall draw the Curtain when we goto (leep. 

Ind. Know then, that Man whom bedefsr did truſt, 
Has been to-you unkind, to me unjuſt. ,, 
The Guardian of my Faith fo falſe did prove, 

As to ſollicite me with lawleſs Love: 
Pray'd, promisd, threaten'd, all that Man could do, 
Baſe as he's great 3 and need Itell you who #2 

Aur. _ _ not believe my Father meant : 

Speak quickly, and my impiousthoughts prevent. 
Dd. Yo've faid; I wiſh I could 7 4. name ! 
Arim. My duty mult excuſe me, Sir, from blame. 


A Guard there. 


Emer Guards. 


Att. Slave, for me ? 
Arint, 
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Avim. « w—_—y Orders are 
To ſeize this Princeſs, whom the Laws of War 
Long ſince made Priſoner. 

Anr. — Villain. - 

Arime. — - Sir, I know 
Your Birth, nor durſt another call me o. 

Amr. I have redeem'd her; andas mine ſhe's free, 

Arim. You may have right to give her liberty : 
But with your Father, Sir, that right diſpute z 
For his commandsto me were abſolute ; 
If ſhe diſclos'd his love, touſe the right 
Of War, and to ſecure her from your ſight. 


Aur. [ll _ = or __ . [ Draws. 
And you, my tri though tew, are yet too brave 
To ſce your Gen'rals Miſtris made a Slave. [ 4Al draw. 


Ind. Hold, my dear Love ! if ſo much pow'rtherelics, 
As once you own'd,in Indamora's Eyes, 
Loſe not the Honour you have early wonn ; 
But ſtand the blamelels pattern ofa Son. 
My love your claim inviolate ſecures : 
"Tis writ in Fate, Icanbe onely yours. 
My fff rings for you make your heart my due : 
Be worthy me, as I am wank 
"Aur. (Putting up biefpoord.)) I've thought, and bleſ'd be you 
gave me time : 
My Virtue was ſurpris'd into a Crime. 
Strong Virtue, like Nature, ſtruggles ſtill : 
Exerts itſelf, and then ws oft the 11]. 
I to a Sori's and Lover's praiſe afpire : 
And muſt fulfil the parts which both require. 
How dear the cure of jealoufic has coſt 
With too much care and tendernels y are loſt. 
So the fond Youth from Hell redeem'd his Prize, 
Till. looking back, ſhe vaniſh'd from hiseyes ! 


[ Exe ſeverally. 
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ACT II, 


Berwixt the Ads, a Warlike Tune is plaid, ſhooting 
off Guns, and ſhouts of Souldiers are heard, as in 
an Aftaulc, 


Anreng-Zebe, Arimnt, Aſaph Chawn, Fazel Chawn, Solyman. 


Aur. Hat man could do, was by Morat perform'd : 
1 The Fortreſs thrice himſelf in perſon ſtorm's, * 
Your valour bravely did th'Affault ſuſtain 

And fill'd the Moats and Ditches with the Slain. 
Till, mad with rage, into the Breach he fir'd : 
Slew Friends and F ocs, and in the Smoakretir'd. 

Arim. To us you give what praiſes are not due : 
Morat was thrice repuls'd, but thrice by you. 
High, over all, was your great condu@& ſhown : 
You ſought our _ but forgot your own. 

Aſaph. Their Standard, planted on the Battlemient, 

air and death a the Souldiers ſent : 

You, the bold Omrab tumbled from the WAIlI ; | , 
And ſhouts of Victory purſu'd his fall. 

Faxzel. To you, alone, we owe this profſp'rous day : 
Our Wives and Children reſcu'd fromthe prey : 
Know your own int'reſt Sir, where e'r you lead, 
We joyntly vow to own no other Head. 

Solym. Your wrongs are known. Impoſe but your commandsz 
This hour ſhall bring you _ thouſand hands. 

Aur. Let them who truly would appear my friends, 
Employ their Swords, hike mine, for noble ends. 
No more : rem-:mbcr you have bravely done: 
@hall Treaſon e 1], v hat Loyalty begun 2 
I own no wronzs; ſome grievance I confeſs, 
But Kings, like G » '+ at their own time redrels. a 
; ct 
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'Yct, ſome becoming boldneſs I may uſe : 

I've well deiciv'd, nor will he now refuſe. [ Aſide. 

11 ftrikemy Fortunes with him at a* heat : 

And give him not the leiſure to fo 
[ Exit, attended by the Omrahs. 

Arim.Oh ! Indamora, hide thelc fatal Eyes 5 

Too deep they wound whom they too ſoon ſurpriſe: 

My Vyrue, Prudence, Honour, Intereſt, all 

Before this Univerſal Monarch tall. 

Beauty, like Ice, our tooting does betray ; 

Who can tread ſure on the tmooth ſlippery way ? 

Pleas'd with the paſſage, wellide (wiftly on : 

And fee the dangers which we cannot ſhun, 


To kin, Indamora. 


Ird. hope my hberty may reach thus far : 

Theſe Terras Walks within my limits are. 

I came to ſeck you, and tolet you know, 

How much I to your rous Pity owe. 

The King, when he delign'd you for my Guard, 

Reſolv'd he would not make my Bondage hard : 

It otherwiſe, you have decciv'd his end ; 

And whom he meanta Guardian, made a Friend. 

Arim. A Guardian's TitleI muſt own with ſhame : 

But ſhould be prouder ot another Name. 

Ind. And therefore 'twas I chang'd that Name betore : 

Icall'd you Friend, and could you wiſh tor more? 
Arim. I dare not ask for what you would not grant : 

But wiſhcs, Madam, are cxtravagant. 

They afe not bounded with things poſhble: 

I may wiſh more then I prelumeto tell : 

Deſire's thevaſt extent” of humane mind, 

It mounts above, and leaves poor hope behind. 

I could wiſh 
Ind. What ? p beak FO - . 
Arim. Why did you 2 yo'vedaſh'd my Fancy quite : 

Ev'n in th' approaching minute of delight. 


I mult 
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I muſt take breath — 
Erel the Rapture of my wiſh renew, 
And tell you then, It terminatesin you. 

Ind. Have you confider'd what th'event would be? 
Or know you, Arimart, your (elf, or me ? 

Werel no Queen, did you my beauty weigh, 
My Youth in bloom, your Age inits decay ? 

Arim. | my own Judge, condemn'd my ſelf before : 
For pity aggravate my crime no more. 

So weak I am, I with a frown am lain ; 
You need have us'd but halt fo much diſdain. 

Ind. 1 am not'cruel yet to thatd : 

Have better thoughts both of yourlelf, and me. 
Beauty a Monarch 1s, . 

Which Kingly power magnificently proves, 

By crouds of Slaves, and peopled Empire loves. 
And (ſitha Slave as you, what Queen would loſe 2 
Above the reſt, I Ar:zrant would chuſe : 

For counſel, valour, truth, and kindneſs too, 

All I could wiſhinman, I find in you. 

Arim, What Lover could to greater joy berais'd ! 
I am, methinks, a God by you thus Seals. 

Ind. To what may not deere, like yours, pretend 2? ' 
You have all qualities —— that fit a Friend. 

Arim. So Mariners miſtakethe promis'd Coaſt : 
And, with ful Sails, on the blind Rocks are loſt, 
Think you my aged veins ſo faintly beat, 

They riſe no higher thanto Friendſhips heat ? * 
So weak your Charms, that, like a Winter's night, 
Twinkling withStars, they ftreez me while they light ? 

Ind, Miſtake me not, good Arimant, I know 

My Beauty's pow'r, and what my charms cando. 
You your own Talent have not learn'd fo well; 
But praWile one, where you can ne'r excel. 

You can at moſt, 
To an indiff rent Lover's praiſe pretend : 
But you would ſpoil an admirable Friend, 
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" Arim. Never was Amity {© highly priz'd 
Norever any Love ſo much deſpis'd. Wis 
Ev'n to my felt ridiculous I grow ; . 
And would be angry, if | knew but how. 

In4. Do not. Your Anger, like your Love, is vain : 
When e'r I pleaſe, you mult be pleas'd again. 
Knowing what pow'r I have your will to bend, 

I'll uſe it 3 for I need juſt ſuch a Friend. 
You mult perform, not what you think is fit : 
But, to whatever I propoſe, ſubmit. 

Arin. Madam, you have a ſtrange Aſcendant gain'd ; 

You uſe me like a Courſer, ſpurr'd and rein'd : 

It I fly out, my fierceneſs you command, 

Then footh, and gently ſtroke me with your hand. 
Impoſe; but uſe your pow'r of Taxing well : 
When Subjedts cannot Pay, they ſoon Rebel. 


Enter the Emperor, unſeen by them. 


Ind. My Rebcls puniſhment would eafic prove : 
You know y'are in my pow'g by making Love. 
Arim. Would I, without diſpute, your will obcy, 
And could you, in return, my life betray ? 
Emp. What danger, Arimeant, is this you fear ? 
Or what Love-fecret which I muſt not hear ? 
Theſe alter'd looks ſome inward motion ſhow. 


His checks are pale, and yours with bluſhes glow. [ To ber. 


Ind. 'Tis what, with juſtice, may my anger move: 
He has been bold, and talk'd to me of Love. 


Arim. | am betray'd, and ſhall be doom'd to die! [ Aide. 


Emp. Did he, my Slave, preſume tolook ſo high? 
That crawling Inſe&t, who trom Mud began, 
Warm'd by my Beams, and kindl'd into Man? 
Durſt he, who does but for my pleaſure live, 
Intrench on Love, my great Prerogative ? 

Print his baſe Image on his Sovereign's Coin? 
'Tis Treaſon it he (ſtamp his Love with mine. 
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 Arim. Tis true, I have been bold ; butifit be 
A crime 

Ind. He means, 'tis onely fo to me. 
You, Sir, ſhould praiſe, what I muſt diſapprove : 
He inſolently ralk'd tome of Love: 
Burt, Sir, 'twas yours, he made ir in your name : 
You, it you pleaſe, may all he ſaid diſclaim. 

Emp. 1 mult diſclaim what e'r hecan expreſs: 
His groveling ſenſe will ſhow m paſſion les 
But (tay, if what he aid my 
What tear, what danger could arrive from me ? 
He faid, He feard you would his lite betray. 

Ind. Should hepreſume again, perhapsI may. 
Though in yourhands he hazard not his life, 
Remember, Sir, your fury of a Wife; 

Who, not _ to ber 'd an; you, 
The Agents of your paſſion wi E. 

7 bet hear her maury 4, Oo fick that day 3 
The ſound is mortal, and frights life away. 
Forgive me, Arimant, my jealous thought : 
Diſtruſt in Lovers is the tender'ſt fault. 
Leave me, and tell thy ſelf in my excuſe, 
Love, and a Crown, no Rivalſhip can bear; 
And precious things are (till poſleſs'd with fear. 

[Exit Arimant bowing. 

This, Madam, my excnſe to you may plead ; 
Love ſhould torgive the faults which Love has made. 

Ird. Fromme, what pardon can you hopeto have, 
R ob\'d of my Love, and treated as aSlave? 

Emp. Forceis the laſt relict which Lovers find : 
And tsthe beſt excuſe of Wooman-kind. 

[:4. Force never yet a generous Heartdid gain : 
Weyicld on parley, but are ſtorm'd in vain. 
Contr, in all things, makesthe pleaſure leſs ; 
Sweet is the Love which comes with willingneſs. 

tmp. Noz ©as reftiftance that inflames deſtrg : 
12rpens the Darts of Love, and blows his Fires 
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Love isdifarm'd that meets with too much eaſe : 
He languiſhes, and does not care to pleaſe, 
And therefore 'tis your golden Fruit you guard 
ay ne care, to make _ _ 
as't not enough you my Crown away, 
But —_ you mult my Lows noon 4 
I was well pleas'd to' have transferr'd - right, 
And better chang'd your Claim of Lawleſs might, 
By taking him, whom youeſteem'd above 
'Your other Sons, and taught me firſt to love. 
Emp. My Son, by my command his courle muſt ſteer : 
I bad him love, I bid him now forbear. 
If you have any kindneſs for him (till, 
Adviſe him not to ſhack a Father's will. 
Ind. Muſt Tadvilc ? * 
Then let me ſee him, and I'll ery __ 
. I had forgot, and dare not 
But ſend him word, 
He has not here an Army to command : 
Remember he and you are in my hand, 
Id. Yes, ina Father's hand, whom he has ſerv'd ; 
And, with the hazard of hislife, preſery'd. 
But piety to you, unhappy Prince, 
Becomes a crime, and duty.an offence : 
Again(t your fel you with your Foes combine, 
And ſeem four own deſtrudtion to d 
Emp. You may be pleas'd your Politiques to ſpare : 
I'm old enough, and can my felt take care. 
Ind. Advice from me was, I conteſs, too bold : 
Yare old enough it may be, Sir, too old. 
Emp. You pleaſe your ſelf with your contempt of Age : 
Burt Love, neglected, will convert to Rage. 
It on your head my fury does not turn, 
Thank that fond dotage which ſo much you ſcorn. 
But, in another's you may prove, 
There's warmth tor Vengeance left, though not for Love. 


your way. 


S'..1 Re-emter 
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Re-enter Arumanr. 


Arimant. The Emprefs has the Anti-chambers paſt, 
And this way moves witha diſorder'd haſte: 
Her brows, the ſtormy marks of anger bear. 
Emp. Madam, retire: ſhe mult not find you here. 
[_ Exit Indamora with Arimant. 


Ezter Nourmahal haſtily. 


Nour. What havel done, that Nourmahal muſt prove 
The ſcorn and triumph of a Rival's Love? | 
My eyes are (till the lame, each glance, each = 
Keep their firlt luſtre, and maintain their 5 
Not ſecond yet to any other face. 
. What rage tranſports you? are you well awake 2? 

Such Dreams diſtratted minds in Feavers make. 

Nour. Thoſe Feavers you havegiv'n, thoſe Dreams have bred, 
By broken Fatth, and an abandon'd Bed. v8 


Such Viſions hourly pals before ht 
Which from my eyestheir |= ney hs fright, ? 
In the (evereſt (ilence of the night. 
Viſions, which in this Cittadel are ſeen; 
Bright, glorious Viſions of a Rival Queen, 
, patience, my firſt flames can ne'r decay : 

Theſe are but Dreams, and ſoon will paſs away. 
Thou know'ſt, my Heart, my Empire, allis thine : 
In thy own Heav n of Love ſcrenely ſhine : 
Fair as the face of Niture did appear, . 
When Flowers firſt peep'd, and Trees did Bloſſoms bear, 
And Winter had not yerdeform'd th'inverted Year. * 
Calm as the Breath which fans our Eaſtern Groves, * 
And bright as when thy Eyes fir{t lighted: up our Loves. 
Letour _—_ _ = leal'd by = 
With the firſt ardour ofa Nuptial Ki Offers to kiſs hey. 

Nour. Me would you os your faint Kid prove, d 
The dregs and droppings of cnervate Love ? 


% 
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Muſt 1 cold long-labouri ſuſtain, 
And beroempry jou vok' rein > 
Receive you _—_ atter other Charms, 
And takean a usbapd in my Arms ? 

Emp. Even theſe reproaches'lI can bear from you: 
You —_ _ —_ believe it true. 
Nothing but Love this patience could uce 5 
And Tallow your rage that kind -—— 

Nowr. Call it not patience ; 'tis your guilt ſtands mute : 
You have a cauſe too foul to bear diſpute. . 
You me firſt, and urge my rage to riſe, 
Then I mult paſs for mad ; you, and wile, f 
Good man, _ merit by yourdoft replics. 
Vainpriviledge poor Women have of tongue : 
Men can ſtand filent, and reſolve on wrong. 

Emp. What can I more? my friendſhip you refuſe, 
And even my mildneſs, as my crime, accule. 

Noxr. Your ſullen ſilence cheats not me, falſe Man; 
I know you think the bloudieſt things you can. 
Could you accuſe me, you would raiſe your voice: 
Watch tor my crimes, and in my guilt rejoyce. 
But my known virtue is from ſcandal free, 
And leaves no ſhadow for yourcalumny. 

Emp. Such virtue is the plague of humane lite : 
A virtuous Woman, but a curſed Wite. 
In vain of pompous chaſtity y'are proud : 
Virtue's adultery of the Tongue, when loud, 
I, with le{spain, a Proſtitute could bear, 
Than theſhrill ſound of Virtue, virtue hear. 
In unchaſte Wives 
There's yet a kind of recompenſing eaſc: 
Vice keeps *emgpumble, gives 'em care to pleaſe : 
But againſt clamorous Virtue, what defence ? 
It ſtops our mouthes, and gives your noiſe pretence, 

Nor. Since Virtue does your mdignationraiſc, 
'Tis pity but-you had that Wite you praile, 
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Yourown wild appetites are prone to range 3 
And then you tax our humours with your change. 

. What can be {weeter than our native home [ 
Thither for caſe, and ſoft repoſe, we come: 
Home is the ſacred retuge ot our life : 
Secur'd from all approaches, buta Wife. 
It thence we fly, the cauſe admitsno doubt : 
None but an Inmate Foe could force usout. 
Clamours, our privacies uneafie make : 


| Birdsleavetheir Neſts diſturb'd, and-Beaſts their Haunts forſake, 


Nowr. Honour's my crimethat has your loathing bred : 
You takeno pleaſure in a virtuous Bed. 

_ What pleaſure can their bein that eſtate, 
Which your unquictneſs has made me hate ? 
I ſhrink far off — ..- 


- Diſlemblingſleep, but waketul with the fright. 


The day takes off the pleaſure of the night. 

Nour. My thoughts no other joys but pow'r purſue: 

Or, if they did, they muſt be loſt in you. 

And yet the fault's not mine———_—— 

Though Youth and Beauty cannot warmth command ; 
The Sun in vain ſhines on the barren Sand. 

Emp. 'Tistrue, of Marriage-bands I'm weary growh. 
Love (corns all ties, but thoſe that are his own. 
Chains that aredragg'd, muſt needs uneafie prove: 
For there's a God-like liberty in Love. 

*Nowr. What's Love to you ? 

The bloom of Beauty other years demands ; 

Nor will be gather'4 by ſuch wither'd hands : 

You importune it with a falſe deſire : 

Which ſparkles out, and makes no folid fire. 

This impudence of Age, whence can it ſpring? 

All you expect, and yet you nothingbring, 

Eager to atk, when you arepalt a:grant 3 

Nice inprovidinz what you cannot want. 

Have conſcience ; give not her you love this pain z 
Sollicite not your 1cit, and her, in vain. 
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All other Debts may ion find : 
But Love is ſ{trit, and will be paid in kind. 
Emp. Sure of all ills, Domeſtic are the worſt 

When moſtſecure of bleflings, we are curſt. 
When we lay next us what we hold moſt dear, 
Like Hercules, invenom'd Shirts we wear ; 
And cleaving miſchicts. 

ur. —— What you merit, have : 
And (hare, at leaſt, the miſeries you gave. 
Your days, I will alarm, I] haunt your nights : 
And, worle than Age, dilable your delights. 
May yourſick Fame (till languiſh, tilLit die: 
All Offices of Pow'r negleCtcd lie, : 
And you grow cheap in every Subje&'s eye. 
Then, as the greateſt Curſe that I can give ; 
Unpiti'd, be depos'd ; and after live. [ Going off. * 
. Stay 3 andnow learn, 
How criminal ſoe'r we Husbands are, 
"Tis not tor Wives topuſh our crimes too fag 
Had _=_ (till Miſtris of your temper been, 
I had been noted, exdiar qwa'd my tim 
Your fury hardens me : and what er wrong 
You ſuffer, you have cancell'd by your tongue. 
A Guard there ; ſcize her : ſhe ſhall know this hour, 
What is a Husband's and a Monarch's pow'r, 


[ Guard ſeizes ler. 
Emer Aureng-Zcbe. 


Nowr. Ice for whom your Charter you maintain : 
I mult be tetter'd, and my Son be (lain, A | 
That Zelyma's ambitious Race may reign. 
Not ſo you promis'd, when my Beauty drew 
All Afa's Vows; when Perſia left tor you 
The Realm of Candahar tor Dow'r | brought: 
That long contended Prize for which you fought. 
Aur. The name of Step-mother, your pradtis'd Ait, 
By which you have cſtrang'd my Father's hcart, 
All 
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All you have done againſt me, or deſign, 
Shows your averſion, but not mine. 
Long may my Father Irdia's Empi : 
And way no breach your Nuptial Vows divide. 

Emp. Since Love obliges not, I from this hour, 
Aſſume the right of Man's Deſpotic pow'r: 
Man is by Nature form'd your Sexes head : 
And is himſ&lf the Canon of his Bed. 
In Bands of Iron fetter'd you ſhall be: 
An eaſier yoke than what you put on me. 

Aur. Though much [ tear myint'reſt isnot great, (Keeling, 
Let me your Royal Clemency intreat. 
Secrets of Marriage (till are Sacred held : 
There ſweet and bitter by the wiſe conceal'd. 
Errors of Wives refle&t on Husbands till : 
And, when divulgd, proclaim you've choſen ill. 
And the myſterious pow'r of Bed and Throne, 
Should _ be maintain'd, but rarely ſhown. 

Emp. Tolo perverle a Sex all Grace is vain : 
It gives 'em courage to offend again : 
For with feign'd tears they penitence pretend : 
Again are pardon, and again offend. 
Fathom our pity when they ſeem to grieve; 
.Onely to try how tar we can forgive. 
Till lanching out into a Sea of 
They ſcorn all pardon, and appear all Wite. 
But be it as you pleaſe : for your lov'd fake, 
This laſt and fruitleG trial I will make. 
In all requeſts, your right of merit uſe : 
And know, There is but one I can refuſe. 

[He ſigns to the Guards, and they re- 
move fromthe Empreſs. 

Nour. You'vedone enough, for you defign'd my Chains : 
The Grace is vaniſh'd, but th'Aﬀront remains. 
Nor is't a Grace, or tor his merit done ; 
You durſt no farther, for you fear'd my Son. 
This you have gain'd by the r courſe you prove; 
I'm paſt Repentance, and ygupaſt my -_m_ a5 
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Emp. A Spirit ſo untam'd the world ne'r bore. 
Ar. And yet worle uſage had incens'd her more. 
But ſince by no obligement ſhe is ti'd, 
You muſt betimes for your defence provide. 
I cannot idle in yourdanger ſtand ; 
But beg once more I may your Arms command : 
Two Battels your auſpicious Cauſe has wonn 3; 
My Sword can pertcCt what it has begun, f 
And, trom your Walls, dillodge that haughty Son. 
Emp. My Son, your valour has, this day, been ſuch, 
None can cnough admire, or _ too much, 
But now, with rcaſon, your fuccels I doubt : 
Her Faction's ſtrong within, his Arms without. 
Aur. 1 1ctt the City in aPanic fright : 
Lions they are in Council Lambs in Fight. 
But my own Troops, by Mirzah led, are ncar: 
I, by to morrow's dawn, expett 'em here. 
To favour 'em, I'll Sally our cre day, 
And through our {laughter'd Focs enlargg their way. 
Emp. Age has not yet 
So ſhrunk my Sinews, or fo chill'd my Veins, 
But conſcious Virtue in my breaſt remains. 
But had I now 
That ſtrength, with which my boiling Youth was fraught ; 
When in the Vale of Blſor 1 tought, 
And from Berg4le their Captive Monarch brought ; 
When Elephant 'gainſtElephant did rear 
His Trunck, and Eaſtles juſtl'd in the Airs 
My Sword thy way to Victory had ſhown: 
And ow'd the Conquelt to it felt alone. 
Aur, Thoſe fair Idea's to my aid Illcall, 
And emulate my great Original. 
Or, itthey fail, I will invoke m Arms, 
The pow'r of Love, and Indamors's Charms. 
Emp. 1 doubt the happy influence of your Star : 
T invoke a Captives name bodes ill in War. 
Aur.Sir, give me leave to ſay, What ever now 
The Omen prove, it boded well to you. 
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Your Royal Promiſe, when I wentto fight, 
Oblig'd me to refign a Victor's right. 
Herliberty I fought for, and I wonn : 
And claim it as your General, and your Son. 

Emp. My ears ſtill ring with noiſe, I'm vext to death : 
Tongue-kill'd, and have not yet recover'd.breath. 
Nor willI be preſcrib'd my time by you : 

Firſt end the War, and then your Claim renew. 
While to your Conduct I my Fortune trult, 
To keep this pledge otduty 1s bur juſt. 

Aur. Some hidden cauſe your jealoufic docs move, 
Or you could ne'r fuſpet my Loyal Love. 

Emp. What love ſoever by an Heir is ſhown, 

He waits but time to ſtep intothe Throne. 
You're neither juſtifi'd, nor yet accus'd : * 
Mean while, the Pris 'ner with reſpect is us'd. 

Arr. Iknow the kindneſs of her Guardian ſuch, 
I need not tear too little, but too much. 

But how, Sir, how have you from virtue ſwerv'd ? 
Or what fo ill return havel deſerv'd? 

You doubt not me, nor havel ſpent my bloud, 
To have my faith no better underſtood : 

Your Sonl's above the baſenels of diſtruſt : 
Nothing but Love could make you fo unjuſt. 

Emp. You know your Rival then ; and know 'ris fir, 
The Son's ſhould to the Father's Claim ſubmur. f 

Anr. Sons may have right, which they can never quit. 
Your fclt fiz{t made that Title which I claim : 

Firſt bid me love, andauthoris d my flame. 

Emp. The value of my gitt I did not know : 
It I could give, I can reſume it too. 

Arr. Recal vour gitt, forl your power contcls: 
But firſt, take back my life, a gitt that's bels.” 

Long lite would now bur a long burthen prove : 
Youre grown unkind, and | have loſt your love. 
My grict let unbccoming ſpeeches fall : 

I thould have drd, and not complain at all. 


E 2 Emp. 
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. Witneſs yee Pow'rs, 

ow Hrach Ifuffer'd, and how long I ſtrove 
Againſt th'aſſaults of this imperious Love! 
I repreſented to my (clt the ſhame 
Of perjur'd Faith, and violated Fame. 
Your great deſerts, howill they were  — ay ; 
All arguments, in vain, I urg'dand =_ d: 
For mighty Love, who Prudence does deſpiſe, 
For Reaſon, ſhow'd me Indaword's __ 
What would you more, my crime I ſadly view, 
Acknowledge, am aſham'd, and yet purlue. 

Aur. Since you can love, and yet your error ſcc, 
Theſamerelittlels pow'r may plead tor me. 
With no leſs ardor vo claim purſue: 
I love, and cannot yield herevento you. 


Emp. Your elder Brothers, pang o'rcome, have right: 


The you et in Arms prepar'd to fight. 
Burt, dr be I firmly ho mt ag 
That you alone to Empire (ball fucecd. 

Aur. Toafter Ages let me ſtand a ſhame, 
When I exchange tor Crowns my Love or Fame. 
You might have found a mercena 
To protit of the Battels he had won: 
Had I been ſuch, what hinder'd me to take 
The Crown # nor had th'exchange been yours to make. 
While you are living, I no right pretend 
Wear it, and let it where you pleaſe deſcend. 
But from my Love, 'tis Sacrilege to part : 
There, there's my Throne in Indamora's heart. 

_ Tis in her heart alone that you muſt Reign: 
You'll find her perſon difficult to gain. 
Give willingly whatI can take by force: 
_— _ _— = tae courſe. 

. I'm taught, r's precepts, to : 

Fear to Obedience A {laviſh way. _ 
If ought my want of duty could ; 


You takethe molt prevailing means, to threat. 


Pardon 
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Pardon your Bloud that boils within my veinsz 
It riſes igh, and menacing diſdains. 
Even death's become to me no dreadful name : 
I've often met him, and have made him tame : 
In fighting fields, where our acquaintance grew, 
| ſaw him, and contemn'd him farſt for you. 
Emp. Ot formal duty make no morethy boaſt : 
Thou diſobey'(t where it concerns me moſt. 
Fool, with both hands thus to puſh back a Crown : 
And headlong caſt thy ſelf from Empire down. 
Though Nourmahal | hate, her Son Reign : 
Inglonous thou, yh, own fault remain. 
Thy younger Brother I'll admitthis hour : 
So mine ſhall be thy Miſtris, his thy Pow'r. [ Exit. 
Aur. How vain is Virtue which direQts our ways 

Through certain danger to uncertain praiſe! 
Barren, and acry name ! thee Fortune flies; 
With thy lean Train, the Pious and the Wiſe. 
Heav'n takes thee at thy word, without regard 3 
And lets thee poorly be thy own reward. 
The World is made for the bold impious man z 
Who ſtopsat nothing, ſeizes all he can. 

uſtice to merit does weak aid afford; 

he truſts her Ballance, and negletts her Sword. 
Virtue 1s nice to take what's not her own ; 
And, while ſhe long conſults, the Prize is gone. 


To him, Dianet. 


Dia. Forgive the Bearer of unhappy news : 

Your alter'd Father openly purſues 

Your ruine; and, toc his intent, 

For violent Morat in haſte has ſent. : 

The Gates he order'd all to be unbarr'4: 

And from the Market-place to draw the Guard. 
Arr. How look the People in this turn of State ? 
Dia. They mourn your ruine as their proper Fate. 


Curling 
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Cnrſing the Empreſs; for they think it dune 
By her procurement, to adyance her Son. 
Him too, though aw'd, they ſcarcely can forbcar : 
His pride they hate, his violence they fear. 
All bentto rite, would you appear their Chick, 
Till your own Troops come up to your relict. 

Aur. 111 treated, and forſaken, as Iam, 
1 not betray the glory of my name : 

'Tisnot torme, who have preſery'd a State, 
To buy an Empire at fo bale a rate. 

Dia. The pomntsof Honour Pocrs may produce 3 
Trappings of lite, for Ornament, not Ulc : 
Honour, which onely docs the name advance, 

Is the mcer raving madneſs of Romance, 

Pleas'd with a word, you may fit tamely down ; 
And ſee your younger Brother force the -Crown. 
Aur. 1 know my fortune in extremes docs lie : 

The Sonsof [ndoſtax mult Reign, or dic. 

That deſperate hazard Courage does create 

As he plays frankly, who has leaſt Eſtate, 
And that the World the Coward will deſpite, 
When Lite's a Blank, who pulls not for a Prize 

Dia. Ot all your nowinles, this vain fruit you have, 
To walk with eyes broad open to your Grave. 

Aur. From what T've tid, conclude, without reply, 

I neither would Uſurp, nor tamely dic. 

Th'attempt to flic, would guilt betray, or fear : 
Beſides, 'twere vain; the Fort's our Priſon here. 
Somewhat I have refolv'd 
Mbrat, perhaps, has Honour in his breaſt : 

And, in extremes, bold Counſels arc thebeſt. 

Like Emp'ric Remedies, they laſt are tr1'd ; 

And by th'event condemn'd, or juſtifi'd. 

Preſence of mind and courgge 1n diltrels, 

Arc morethan Arms to procure ſucccls. [ Exit. 
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ACT III. 


Arimant, with z Letter in his hand : Indamora. 


Arim. A Nd1I the Meſlſengerto him from you? 
YourEmpire you to Tyranny purlue : 
You lay commands, both crucl and unjult, 
To ſerve my Rival, and betray my truſt. 
Ind. You firſt betray'd your truſt in loving me, 
And ſhould not I my own advantage ſee? 
Serving my Love, you may my Friendihip gain, 
You know the reſt of your pretences vain. 
You muſt, my Arim rt, you muſt Be kind: 
Tisin your Nature, and your Noble Mind, 
Arim. I'll to the King, and ſtreight my truſt reſign, 
Ind. His truſt you may, but you Thall never mine. 
Heav'n made you love me for no other end, 
But to become my Confident and Friend : 
As ſuch, I keep no Secret from your ſight, 
And therefore make you judge how Il I write : 
Read it, and tcll me trecly then your mind: 
* If 'tis indited as I meant it, king. 
Arim. (reading) | ask not Heav'n my freedom to reſtore, 
But onely for your lake Ill rcad no more: 
And yet I mult —= —— 
(Reading) Lets tor my own, than for your forrow, fad 
Another ſine, Iike thts, would make me mad 
(As reading) Heav'n! the goes on-- yet more--- and yet more kind ! 
Fach Sentence 15 a Dagger tomy mind. 
(Reading) See mc this moht — 
"Thank Fortune, who did ſuch a Friend provide, 
For faithlul Arimirt hall be your Guide. 
Not oncly tobcmade an Inſtrument, 
But prengag'd without my own conſent ! 
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Ird. Uriknown t'1 you ſtill augments my ſcore, 
And gives you meriting the more. 
Arim. Thebeſt oft men 
Some int'relt in their actions muſt confeſs; 
None merit but in hope they may poles. 
The fatal Paper rather let me tear, * 
Than, like Be//erophor, my own Sentence bear. 
Ind. You may ; but 'twill notbe your beſt advicc: 
'Twill oncly give me pains of writing twice. 
You know you muſt obey me, ſoonor late : 
Why ſhould you vainly ſtruggle with your Fate ? 
Arim. 1 hank he, eav'n, thou halt been wondrous kind / : 


Why am I thus tofhvery defign'd, 
And yet am cheated with a free-born mind ? 
Or makethy Orders with my reaſon ſute, 

Or let me live by Senſe a glorigus Brute 


You frown, and I obey with ſpeed, before 

That dreadful Sentence comes, See me mo more : 
Sce me no more ! that ſound, methinks, I hear 
Like the laſt Trumpet thund'ring in my car. 


[ She fromns. 


Exter Solyman. 


Solym. The Princeſs Meleſmda, bath'd in tears, 
And toſs'd alternately with hopes and fears, 
It youraffairs ſuch leifure can afford, 
Would learn from you the fortunes of her Lord. 
Arim. Tell her, that I ſome certainty may bring 3 
I go this minute toattend the King, 
Ind. Thisloncly Turtle I defire to fee : 
Grict, though not cur'd, is easd by Company. 
Arim.(to Solym. )Say, it (he pleale, ſhe hither may repair, 
And breathe the trelhneſs of the open Air. [Exit Solym. 
Ind. Poor Princeſs! how I pity her eſtate, 
Wraptin the ruines of her Husbands Fate ! 
She mourn'd Morat ſhould gn Rebellion rile; 
ct hc offends, and ſhc's the Sacrifice. 
Arints 
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Arim. Not knowing his deſign, at Court the aid x | 
Till, by command, pris'ner ſhe was made. 


Since when, 
Her Chains with Rowan Conſtancy ſhe bore; 
But that, perhaps,an Indian Wite's is more. 
Ind. Go, bring her comfort z leave me here alone. 
Arim. My love muſt ſtill be m obedience ſhown. [Exit Arim. 


Enter Mdeſinda, led by Solyman, who retires afterwards. 


Ind. When graceful ſorrow in her pomp appears, 
Sure ſhe is drefs'd in Meleſinadla's tears. we” 
Your head reclin'd, (as —_— from view, 
Droops, like a Roſe furcharg'd withmornin 

Mel. Can Flow'rs but droopin abſence of the Sun, 
Which wak'd their {weets? and mine, alas! is gone. 
But you the nobleſt Charity expreſs: 

For they who ſhine in Courts if ſhun diſtreſs. 

Ind. Ditre(s'd my (elf, like you, confin'd I live: 
And theretore can compaſlion take, and give. 

We're both Love's Captives, but with Fate fo crofs, 
One mult be happy by the others los. 
Morat, or - ma_.7 by mult fall this day. 

Ml. Too truly Tzmerlain's Succefſors they, f 

Each thinks a World too little for his ſway. 
Could you and I theſame pretences bring, 
Mankind ſhould with more eaſe receive a King : 
1 would to you thenarrow World reſign, 

And want no Empire while Morat was mine. 

Ind. Wiſh'd freedom I prefage you ſoon will find ; 
It Heav'nbe juſt, and beto Virtue kind. : 

Mel. Quite otherwiſe my mind foretels my Fate : 
Short is my life, and that unfortunate, 

Yet ſhould Inot complain, would Heay'n afford 
Somelittle time, cre death, to fee my Lord. 

Ind. Theſe thoughts are but your melancholy's food z 

Rais'd from a lonely lite, and dark abode : 


F Put 
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But whatſoe'r our jarring fortunes prove, 
COON hate, me-thinks we two may love. 
* * Mel. Such be our Loyes as may not yield to Fate : 
I bring a heart races tone than forrmmane. 
[ Giving their hands. 


To them Arimant. 


Arim. 1 come with haſte ſupriſing news to bring : 
In two hours time, ſince laſt I aw the King, 
Th'affairs of Court have wholely chang'd their face : 
Unhappy Awreng-Zebe is in di : 

And your Mort, ( proclaim'd the Succeſſor ) 
Is call'd, to awe the City with his power. 
Thoſe Trumpets his triumphant Entry tell. 
And now the Shouts watt near the Cittadel. 

Ind. See, Madam, ſee th'event by me foreſhown: 
vey not your chance, but grieve my own. 

LA {o-uncxpetted mult ſurpriſe : 

And more, becauſe I am unus'dto joys. 

Ind. May all your wiſhes ever prosp'rous be, 
But I'm too much concern'd th'event to ſee. 
My eyes too tender are 
To viewmy Lord become the publick ſcorn. 
Icame to comfort, and I go to mourn. [ Taking ber leave. 

Mel. Stay, I'll notſeemy Lord, 

Before 1 give your ſorrow ſome relief; 
And pay the charity you lent my grict. 
Here he ſhall ſce me firſt with you confin'd : 


And, if your virtue fail to move his mind, 

Fl uſemy int'reſt that he may be kind. 

Fear not, I nevermovy'd him yet in vain. 
Ind. Sofaira Pleader any Cauſe may gain. 
Mel. 1 have notaſte, me-thinks, of coming joy z 


For black preſages all my Fr deſtroy. 


Dic, ſomething whiſ leſinda, die 3 
Fol Eat tg mera Deſſns.* 


- 


& 
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Mine is 2 of bliſs, too hot to 
Watry it Con end will be agen 


Indamora ard Meleſinda re-exter, 4: into the Chamber : 


'  4rim. Fortune (cems weary cary grown of Aureng-Zebe, 
While to her new-made Favourite, Mort, 

Herlaviſh hand is waſtetully profuſe : 

With Fame and flowing Honours tided in, 

Born on a ſwelling Current ſmooth ns him. 

The Kingand IE to our wonder, 

If not = 'd, yet ſeem 

As Fate for bim that Miracle 


Enter in Triumph, Emperor, Morat, and Train. 


Emp, 1 have confeſs'd I love. 
AsI interpret fairly your delign, 
Solook not with {everer eyes on mine. 
Your Fate has call'd you to th'Imperial Seat: 
In duty be, as you in Arms are, great. 
For Aureng-Zebe a hated name 1s 
And Love leſs bears a Rival than the Throne. 

Mor. To me, the crics of fighting Fields are Charms : 
Keen be my Sable, and of proof my Arms. 
T ask no other blefling of my Stars: 
No prize but Fame, nor Miltris but the Wars. 
I (carce am plcas'd I tamely mount the Throne : 
Would Azreng-Zebe had all their Soulsin one : 
With all my elder Brothers I would fight, 
And fo trom partial Nature force my right. 

. Had we bur laſting Youth, and time to ſpare, 

Some might be thrown away on Fame and Wat: 
But Youth, the periſhing ,runs on too faſt : 
And unenjoy'd will mow it ir Gf to waſte ; ! 
Few know the uſc before 'tis paſt. 
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Had I once more thy vigqut to command, 
I would nor let it die my hand: 
= hour.of pleaſure ſhould pals empty by, 
outh ſhould. watch joys, and ſhoot 'emax they flie. 
__— Me-thi ksall feaſure is in greatneſs tound. 
Kings, like Heav ns 25 c, ſhould ſpread their beams around. 
Pleas'd tobe feen 's 's rae they run : 
Reſt is not for the Charioe the Sun. 
Subjeds are (tift-neck'd Animals, they ſoon 
Feel flacken'd Reins, and pitch their Rider down. 
Emp. To thee that dru of Pow'rl give: 
Cares be thy lot: Reign thou, and let me hve. 
The Fort Fi tor my ſecurity, 
Bus'nefs, and public State refign to thee. 
Mor. Luxurious Kingsare totheir Peoplelolt ; 
They live, like Drones, upon the public coſt. 
My Arms, from Pole to Pole, the World hall ſhake : 
And, with my felf, keep all Mankind awake. 
_ Emp. Be heve me, Son, and needle(s trouble ſpare z 
e World, and isnot worth our care. 
The Vulgar, a ſcarce animated Clod, 
Ne'rpleas'd with ought 'em, above Prince or God. 
Were I a God, the rant, Globe ſhould roul : 
Thelittle Emmets with the humane Soul 
Care for themſelves, while at my eaſc I far, 
And ſecond Cauſes did the of Fate. 
Or, if I would take care, that care ſhould be 
Fo or Wit that ſcorn'd the World, andliv'd like me. 


To them, Nourmahal, Zayda, and Attendants. 


our. My dear Morat, [ Embracing her Sow. 
Thy a propitious to us all has been 
You're now a 's Heir, and I a Queen. 
Your youthful Father now may quit the State, 


And finds the calc he ſought, indulg'd by Fate. 
Cares ſhall not keep him on the Thron awake, 


Nox break the golden Slumbershe would take. 
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Fmp.ln vain I ſtrugg]'d rs _ I | 
While Rebel-Sons, an imper1 pal, 0! mf "1 
Still dragg'd me backward mto _— and Nd der 
| Mor. Be that remembranceloſt ; and be'r wy pride 
Toe your pledge of peae on ether ide.” f | 

TOb$T1549 &- wif 07 
To them, Aureng-Zebe. 6 IE 
4 7 wo T7! att 

Aur. With all th'atturance Innocence can'bring, © 

Fearle(s without, becauſe ſecure within, 

Arm'd with my courage, unconcern'd I ſee 

This pomp3 a ſhame to you, a pride to me.! /* 2 [4 

Shame 1s but where wih wickednes 'ris joyn' Py | 

And, while no baſene(s in this breaſt Itmd; mar. of 

[ have not loſt the — of my mind. I 
Emp. 7 wgy wg wat blind effe&t o& Loveand Ciunor,) 

Form d by thar ſpornve Parents ignorance) 

Bear from their birth th'impreſſions of a Slave: "ug2 

Whom Heav'n for pla firſt, an rhen for frvicegane.” 

One then may be Sa inte and one may Reign : 

And want of Merit, render Birth-ight vain. 

Mor. Comes he t'upbraid us with hisinnocence ?' 

Seize him, and take the preaching Brathtrir hence. 

Aur. Stay, Sir; I frommy yraw/nsericylanss Tb bir 
All my detigns and advto duty lead. Mur4} Rather. 
Your Life and Glory are m my oncly end ; 

And tor that Prize I with Morat contend. 
Mor. Not him alone ; I all Mankind defie. 
Who dares adventure more for both than I ? 

Aur. | know you brave, and take you at your word: 

That preſent ſervice which you vaunt, afford. 

Our two Rebellious Brother as are notdead : 

Though vanquiſh'd, yer JoR7 again they ther head. 

I dare you, as your Rival in 6 13700 7 017 | 
March out your Army from th' Imperial Town 9 4/0) -f | 
Chuſe whom you pleaſe, the other leave to me: © c 
And ſet our Father abſolutely free. 


(28) 
This, if you do, to end all future ſtrife, 
TI am content to lead a life : 
Disband my Army to the Seate, 
Nor aim at more, butleave the reſt to Fate. 
Morat. V'll do't. Draw ont my Army on the Plain : 
War isto me a paſtime, Peace a pain. 
to Mor.) Think better firſt. 
(To Avr. You ſee your ſelf inclos'd mc 


And therefore, Protewr-hke, you change your 
Ot promiſe Py while pow'r _ want, _ 


An ng in the S$el&-d 
——_— Plot Sang tor thee _ obvious are, 


ro wer renher W 
Is ts Sven Za known ? Tr 


- ——- It Ads like mine, 
So fir from int'tet, rofit, or deſign, 
Can ſhow my heart, by thoſe I would be known ; 
I For) defer mann ve Our OWN. 
Army tor (my: Father 
Yours i in theſe: Wally is to inflave him brought. 
I If I come ingly, you an armed gueſt, 
| The World with eaſe may £1 whoſe Cauſe is beſt. 
—_ My Fathezſaw.you = purſue : 
admifſioa.ſhow dis tear. of you. 
—_ Himſelf belt knows why he bis Love withdraws: 
I owe him more than to declare the caule. 
But (till I preſs our duty may be ſhown 
'By Arms. | 
Mor. ——; Tit vanquiſh all lus foes alone, 
Anr. You {peak as #f youcould the Fates command, 
And had no need ofiny other hand. - 
But, ſince my Honour you {o- far _ 
\ *Tis juſt I ſhould, on your deligns 
l To your felt a Loyal Son,declare 
l'. You'll lay down Ars | youcanelude the War. 
| Mor. No preſent-anſwer your demand requires ; 


The War once done, Ill 8 what Heav'n inſpires. 
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And while the Sword this Monarch 
'Tis manag'd by an abler Arm than 
rſs pc pan 
In Arreng- true ty appears. 
He, for my ſafety, does his own defpiſle ; 
Scill, with his wrongs, I find his duty riſe. 
1 feel radon 7 Soul, 
But (tr Paſhon its pow 'r controul. 
a _ our ruine to prevent. CTo Aur, apart. 
, if you would conſent. 
tr your welfarel of may be, 
My Nie ordeath are cqual both tome. 
W.. . The Peoples hearts are yours 3 the Fort yet mine : 
and Indamora's love 
_ aiiey 'd: remember that Ig 
This my laſt proof of kindneſs, .# live. 
Aur. Life, with my Indamore, I would chuſe ; 
But, loſing her, thecnd ip loſe. Won 
I hadconlider'd all I ez 
And fear of death can cm change no more. 
The Peoples love folntlel clteem, 
Condemn'd by you, I would not live by them. 
May he who muſt yourfavournow 
Much — you, _—_ not Eon "8 = 
I've heard you 3 and, to the debate, Aloud. 
= —wr" risner = Gone. : 
The ra in this day : 
iſh _ inſebe dec *Y * 
—_ te the h1 ummons toatt 
Death all at m————— monotone, 
Fate is unkind! me-thinks a General 
Should warm, andat the head of Armies fall. 
And my ambition did that purſue, 
Thar 4 I | mig ht have did in fightfor . 3.19, OR [To his Father. 
dI had been 4; Stars 
Thon on heal have had LY 
'Tis I, not thou, have reaſon wn Fg 
That thou ſhould(t fall by Ay hand, but mine. 


bears : [ Apart. 


din Wars, 
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Aur. When thou wert form'd; Heav'n did a Man begin 
But the brute Suul, b chance, was ſhuf'd in. ry 
In Woods and Wilds thy Monarchy maintain : 
Where valiant Beaſts, by forceand rapine, reign. 
In Life's next Scene, if Tran@migration be, 
Some Bear or Lion is relery'dfor thee, 

Mor. Take heed thou com'fnotin that Lion's way? 
I prophecy thou wilt thy Soul convey : 
Intoa Lamb, and be again my Prey. 
Hence with that Jredining Prieſt 

Nowr. — - Lerme are 
The pois'nous draught : his ſhall be my care. 
Near my Apartment let him pris _ be : 
That I his hourly ebbs of life ms 

Aur. My lite 1 would not may with apray'r : 
= vile, tince 'tisnot worth my Father's care. 

I go not, Sir, indebted to my grave : 

You pai'd your {df, and took the life you gave. Exit. 

Emp. O that I had more ſenſe of vertue letr, Aſide. 
Or were of that, which yerremains, bereft. 
I've juſt enough to know how 1 offend, 
And, to my ſhame, have not enough to mend. 
—_— to the OO BG 

Mor. Love's 5 pn why ſhould dull devotion (tay ? 


Heav'n to my LEWES, 70 Dong. , = 
mperor, = and 1ranm. 


Zayd. Sure Aur BOP ar acndarn.got—1 
Whole virtue through {o dark a dowd can thine. © 
Fortune hasfrom at this day remov'd 
The greateſt Rival, __ the belov'd. 

Nour He is not yet remov'd. . 


— ETC tis true; 
But tle rar _ and, GA IG mn, by you. 
thy w phetic be: Eby 
I —_ the Des him eh: 0-verer py; her hon 


He ſtifl'd in my arms ſhaVf laſe NT oealh'; 
AndLife it {clt hall envious be of Death. 


mY | Zayd. 
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;  — me, you Pow'rs abovel 

! Why doſt thou ſtart ? 
Is Love {0 ? or have notI a heart? 
Could Awreng-Lebe (© lovely ſeem tothee, 
And I want eyes that noble worth to ſee? 
Thy little Soul was but to wonder mov'd : 
My ſenſe of it was higher, and I lov'd. 

t Man, that God-like Man, fo brave, ſogreat z 
But theſe are thy ſmall praiſes Irepeat. 
I'm carni'd by a Tide of Love away : 
He's ſomewhat more than Imy ſelf can fay. 

Zay. Though allth'Idea's you canform be true, 
He muſtnot, cannot be poſlels'd by you. 

If contradicting int'reſts could be mixrt, 
Nature herſelt haſt caſt a bar betwixt. 

And, ere you reach to this inceſtuous Love, 
You muſt Divine and Humane Rights remove, 

Nowr. Count this among the Wonders Love has done : 
I had forgot he was my Hushand's Sone ! 

Zay. Nay, more; you have forgot who is your own : 
For whom your care folong deſign'd the Throne. 
Morat muſt fall, if Awreng-Zebe ſhould riſe. 

Nowr.Tis true 3 but who wasere in love, and wile? 
Why was that fatal knot of Marriage ti'd, 

Which did, by making us too near, divide ? 
Divides me from my Sex! for Heav'n, I find 
Excludes but me alone of Woman-kind. 

[ ſtand with guilt confounded, loſt with ſhame. 
And yet 4 wretched onely by aname. 

If namcs have ſuch command on Ar Lite, 
Love fure's a namethat's more Divine than Wite. 
That Sovercign power all guilt from aCtion takes, 
At leaſt theſtains arc beauritul it makes. - 

Zay. Thiincroaching ill you carly ſhould oppole : 
Flatter'd 'tis worſe, and by indulgence grows. 

Nour. Alas! and what mm [ not faid or done? 

I fought it to thelaſt : and Love has wonn. 


G Abloudy 
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A bloudy Ap which deſtruftion brought, 

Andruin'd all the Cou mtrey where he foughee | 

Whether this Paſlion mg above was ſent 

The Fate of him Heav'nfavours toprevent, 

Or as the curſe of Fortune in exceſs; 

That, ſtretching, would beyond itsreach poſlek: : 

And, 'witha taſte which ny does deprave, 

Loaths lawful good, and [awick im fs crave ? 
Zay. But yet conſider — 
Nour. — .—— No, tis loſs of time : 

Think how to farther, not divert my crime. 

My artful Engines inſtantly I'll move : 

And chuſe the ſoft and gentleſt hour of Love. 

The Under-Provoſt of the Fort is mine. 

But ſee, Morat | I'll whiſper my deſign. 


Enter Morat with Arimant, as talking : Attendants. 


Arime. And for that cauſe was not in public ſeen : 
But ſtays in Priſon with the captive Queen. 

Mor. Let my Attendants wait ; I'll be alone : 
Where leaſt of State, there moſt of Love is ſhown. 

Nowr. My Son, your bus'neſs 1s not hard toghels; { To Mor. 
Long abſence makes you cager to poſleſs : 
I will not importune you by my ſtay ; 
She merits all the Love which you can pay. 

[Exit with Zayda. 


Re-enter Arimaut, with Meleſinda; then Exit. Morat runs 
ta Melecinda, and embraces her. 


= Should I not chide you, that you choſe to ſtay 
my ſhades, and loſt a + Fm nor 
— rſt fruits of joy you ſhould roſſels 
kn m my return, and made my Triumph leſs? 
.Should I not chide, that you could ſtay and ſee 
Thoſe joys, preferring public Pomp to me 2 


Through 
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Through my dark Cell your ſhouts of Triumph rung: 


[ heard with pleaſure; but Ithought'em 

Mor. The Public willin "yon. wear 
And Kings the rudeneſs of their joys muſt bear : 
But I made haſte to ſet my Captive free: 
And thought that work was onely worthy me. 
The Fameof antient Matrons you purſue ; 
And (tand a blameleſs pattern to the new. 

I have not words to praiſe ſuch Adttsas theſe : 
Buttake my Heart, and mold itas you pleaſe. 
Mel. A trial of your kindneſs I muſt make, 
Though not for mine ſo much as Virtue's fake. 

The Queen of Caſſameer ——— 
Mor. —— No more, my love ; 
That onely (uit I you not to move. 
That ſhe's in Bonds tor Aureng-Zebe I know, 
And ſhould, by my conſent, continue fo. 
The goot old man, I fear, will pity ſhow. 
My Father dotes, and let him (till dote on 
He buys his Miſtris dearly with his Throne. 
Mel Sec her; and then be cruclit you can. 
Mor. 'Tis not with me as with a private Mag. 
Such may be ſway'd by Honour, or by Love ; 
But Monarchs, onely by their int'reſt move. 


Met. Heav'n docs a Tribute for your pow'r demand : 


He leaves th'oppreſt and poor upon your hand. 
And thoſe who Stuards ot his pity prove, 
He blefles, in return, with public Love. 
In his diſtrefs, ſome Miracle is ſhown : 
It exil'd, Hcav'n rcſ{torcs him to his Throne. 
Henceds no Guard while any Subjcdts near : 
Nor, like his Tyrant Neighbours, hives 1n fear: 
No Plotsth'Alarm to his retirements give : 

I's all Mankinds concern tha! he ſhould hve, 


Mor. You promis'd friendſhip in your low eſtate; 


And ſhould torgert it in your better Fate; 
Such Maxims are more plauſible than true z 

But ſomewhat muſt be given to Love and you. 
G 2 


% 
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I'll view this Caprive Queen ; to let her ſee, 


®Pray'rs and complaints areloſt on ſuch as me. 


I'll bearthe news : Heav'n knows how much I'm pleas'd, 
That, by my care, th'aftlifted may be cas'd. 


Ar foe is going off, Enter Indamora. 


Ind. 1'llſpare your pains, and venture out alone, 
Since you, fair Princels, my protettion own. 
But you, brave Prince, a harder task muſt ind; To Morat kneeling, 
In aving me, you would but halt be kind. | who takes her up. 
An humble Suppliant at your fect I he ; 
You have condemn'd my better part to die. 
Without my Awrerg-Zebe I cannot live ; 
Revoke his Doom, or elſe my Sentence give. 
Mel. If Melcſinda im your love have part, 
Which, toſuſpett, would break my tender heart : 
If Love, like mine, may fora Lover plead, 
By the chaſte pleaſures of our Nuptial Bed, 
By all the int'reſt my _ ſuff rings make, 
And all I yet would ſuffer for your fake ; 
By you your (clt, the laſt and deareſt tie 
Mor: You move in vain; for Aureng-Zebe muſt dic. 
Ind. Could that Decree from any Brother come ? 
Nature her ſelfis ſentenc'din your doom. 


'Piety is no more, ſhe ſees her place 


Uſurp'd by Monſters, and a favage R ace. 

From her ſoft Eaſtern Climes you drive her forth, 

Tothecold Manſions ofthe utmoſt North. 

How can our Prophet ſuffer you to Reign, 

When he looks down, and Ges your Brother (lain? 

Avenging Furics will your life purſue : 

Think there'sa Heav'n, Morat, thoughnot for you. 
Mel. Her words imprint a terror on my mind. 

What if this death, which is tor him defign'd, 

Had becn your Doom, (far be that Augury ! ) 

And you, not Aureng-Zebe,condemn'd to dic? 


”” 


Weigh well the various turns of Humane Fate, 
And ſeek, by Mercy, to ſecure your State. 
Ind. Had Heav'n the Crown for Aureng-Zebe deſign'd, 
Pity, for you, had pierc'd his generous mind. 
Pity does with a Noble Nature ſuit : 
A Brother's lite had ſuffer'd nodifpute. 
All things have rightin lite, our Prophet's care 
Commands the beings eve'n of Brutes to ſpare. 
Though int'reſt his reſtraint has juſtifi'd, by 
Can hte, and to a Brother, be deni'd ? 
Mor. All Reaſons for his ſafety urg'd, are weak : 
And yet, me-thinks, 'tis Heav'n to hear you ſpeak. 
el. Tis part of your own being to invade - —- 

Mor, Nay,it ſhe fail tomove,would you perfwade ? —_ 
My Brother-does a glorious Fate purſue. to Inda. 
I envy him, that he muſt fall for you. 
He had been baſe had he releas'd his right: 
For ſuch an Empirenone but Kings ſhould fight. 
If with a Father, he diſputes this prize, 
My wonder ceaſes when I ſce thele Eyes. 

Mel. And can you then deny thoſe Eyes you praiſe ? 
Can Beauty wonder, and not pity raiſe ? 

Albr. Your interceſſion now is needleſs grown : 
Retire, and let me ſpeak with her alone. 

[ Melefinda retires, weeping, to 
the ſide of the Theatre. 

Queen, that you may not fruitleſs tears employ, « Taking Inda- 
| bring you newsto fill your heart with joy: Tmora's hend. 
Your Lover Kingof all the Eaſt ſhall Reign : 
For Aweng-Zcbe to morrow ſhall be (lain. 

Ind.The hopes yourais d yaveblaſted with a breath:; Starting 
With Triumphs you began, but end with Death. Thack. 
Did you not lay, my Lover ſhould be King 2 

jw. I, in Morat, the beſt of Lovers bring ? 

For oneforſaken both of Earth and Heav'n, 
Your kinder Stars a nobler choice have given ; 
My Father, while t pleaſe, a King appears ; 
His Pow' is more decliningthan his Years. 
An 
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An Emperor and Lover, but in ſhow: 

But you, in me, have Youth and Fortune too. 
As Heav'n did to your eyes and form Divine, 
Submit the Fate of all th (mperial Lincs 

So was it order'd by its wiſe Decree, 

That you ſhould find 'em all compris'd in me. 


Ind.1f, Sir, I ſeem not dilcompos'd with rage, 


Feed not your fancy with a falle preſage. 
Farther to preſs your Courtſhip is but vain: 
A cold refuſal carries more diſdain, 
Unſctled Virtue ſtormy may appear; 
Honour, like mine, ſcrenely is HR 


To ſcorn your perſon, and reject your Crown, 


Diſorder not my face into a frown. 


Such offers are not twice to be retus'd. 
I go to Avreng-Zebe, and am in haſte : 


For your Commands, they'relike to be the laſt. 


Ind. Tell him, 
With my own death I would his lite redeem; 
But, leſs than Honour, both our Lives cltecm, 
Mor. Have you no more ? 
Ind. What ſhall I door lay ? 
He muſt not in this fury goaway. 
Tell him, I'did in vain his Brother move ; 
And yet he falſly aid, he was in love. 
Fallly ; forbad he truly lov'd, at leaſt, 


He would have giv'n one day to my requeſt. 


Mor. A little yiclding _ my love advance : 
id 


Shedartcd from her cycs a (idclong glance, 


Juſt as ſhe ſpoke z and, like her words, it flew : 


Seem'd not to beg, what yet ſhe bid medo. 

A Brother, Madam, cannot givea day 3 

A Servant, and who hopes to merit, may. 
Mel. If, Sir —— 
Mor. No more 


With none but States-men and grave Fools prevail. 


[ Tarns from him. 
. Your Fortune you ſhould rev'rently have us: 


FE: kd E, 


[ 19 her. 


[ coming to him. 
ſet ſpeeches, and a formal tale, 


Dry 
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Dry up four tears, and pradtiſe every Grace, 
That fits the Pageant of your Royal place. 


Exit. 


Mel. Madam, the ftrange reverſe of Fate you fee : Þ Ind. 
[Exit a 


I piti'd you, now you may pity me. 
Ind. Poor Prince(s! thy hard Fate I could bemoan, 
Had I not nearer ſorrows of my own. 
Beauty is ſeldom fortunate, when great : 
A vaſt Eſtate, but overcharg'd with Debt. 
Like thoſe whom want to baſeneſs does betray : 
I'm forc'd to flatter him I cannot pay. 
O would he be content to ſeize the Throne : 
I beg the life of Aureng-Zebe alone. 
Whom Heav'n would bleſs, from Pomp it will remove, 
And make their wealth in privacy and Love. 


er hin. 


[ Exit. 


AacT 
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ACTIV. 


Aureng-Zebe ſolve. 


Iſtruſt, and darkne(s, of a future ſtate, 
| Make poor Mankind (© fearful of their Fate. 
Death, in it (elf, is nothing ; but we fear 
To be we know not what, we know not where. ( Soft Muſe. 
This isthe Ceremony of my Fate: : 
A parting Treat; and I'm to die m State. 
They lodge me, as I werethe Perſran King : 
And with luxurious Pomp my death they bring, 


To him Nourmahal, 


Nowr. I thought, before yon drew your lateſt breath, 
To {ſmooth your paſlage, and to foften death z 
Forl wands have you, when you upward move, 

k kindly of me, to our Friends above : 

or name methere th' occalion of your Fate ; 
Or what my Intgelt docs, impute to Hate. 

Aur. T ask not for what end your Pomp's deſign'd ; 
Whether t'inſult, or to compole my nie þ : 
I mark'd it not ; 
Bat, knowing Death would toon th'Afſault begin. 
Stood firm colleftcd in my Strength within : 
Togruard that breach did all my Forcesguide, 
And left unmann'd the quiet Scnics fide. 

Norwr. Becauſe Morat trom me his being took, 
All I can ſay will much ſuſpected look : 
'Tis little to contels your Fate I grieve ; 
Yet more than you would calily bclicve. 


ANT 
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Avr. Since my inevitable death you know, = 
You ſafely unavailing pity ſhow : ? 
'Tis Popular to mourna dying Foe. 

Nour. You made my Liberty your late requeſt: 

Isno return duc from a gratetul breaſt ? 
I grow impatient, till I kind ſome way 
Great s, with greater, to repay. 

Axr. When I ider Life, 'tis all a cheat; 

Yet, fool'd with hope, men favour the deceit; 
Truſton, and think to morrow will cepay : 

To morrow's falſer than the tormer day ; 

Lies worſe; and while it fays, We thall be bleſt 
With ſome new joys, cuts off what we policlt. 
Strange couzenage ! none would live paſt years again, 
Yerall hope pleature in what yet remain; 

And, from the dregs of Lite, think to receive 
What the firit ſprightly apr, tr not give. 
I'm tir'd with waiting tor this Chymic Gold, 
Which tools us young, and rs us when old. 

Nowr. 'Tis not tor nothing that we life purſue ; 

It pays our hopes with ſomething ſtill that's new : 
Each day's a Miſtris, unenjoy'd before ; 
Like Travellers, we're pleas'd with ſeeing more. 
Did you butknow what joys your way attend, 
You would not hurry to your journeys end. 
Aur. | need not halte the end of Lite to mcet; 
The precipice is juſt beneath my tec. 
Nour. Think not my ſenſe of Virtue 1s ſoſmall : 
I'll rather leap down firſt, and break your fall. 
My Aureng-Zebe, (may I not call youu 102 ) Taking him 
Bchold me now no longer as your Foe 3 $5 the band. 
| am not, cannot be your Enemy : 
Look, is there any malice un my cyc ? . 
Pray ſit _—— [ Beth fie. 
That diſtance hows too much reſpect, or fear : 
You'll tind no danger in approaching near. 

Aur. Forgive th'amazement of my doubttul ſtate; 

1 hiskindacl trom the Mother of _ 
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Or is't ſome Angel, pitying what I bore, 
Who takes Fn, to make my wonder more ? 
Nouwr. Think me your better Gerizs in diſguiſe 3 
Or any thing that more may charm youreyes. 
Your Guardian — never could excel 
In care , nor could he love his fo well. 
Aur. Whence can proceed ſo wonderful a change ? 
Nowr. Can kindneſs to-defert, like yours, be ſtrange ?- 
Kindneſs by ſecret Sympathy is ty'd ; 
For Noble Souls in Nature are alli'd. 
I ſaw with what abrow you brav'd your Fate ; 
Yet with what aidine6bore your Father's hate. 
My Virtue, like a String wound up by Art, , 


To the ſame fo hen yours was touch'd, took part, 
At diſtance ſhook, and trembled at my hearr. 
Amr. I'll not — my Father is unkind, 
Sinceſo much pity a Foe find. 
Juſt Heav'n reward this act. 
Nowr. 'Tis well the debt nopayment does demand, 
You turn me overto another hand. 
But happy, happy ſhe, 
And with the blck'd above to be compar'd, 
Whom you your felt would, with your felt, reward : 
The greateſt, nay, the faireſt other kind, 
Would envy her that Bliſs which you defign'd. 
Arr. Great Princes thus, when favourites they raiſe, 
Tojuſtifie their Grace, their Creatures praiſe. 
Nour. As ove the Nobleſt Paſſion we account, 
So ta the higheſt Objettir ſhould mount. 
It ſhows you brave when mean defires you ſhun, 
An Eagle onely can behold the Sun : 
Ando muſt you; if yet, preſage Divine 
There be in or was't a Viſion mine ? 
Aur. Ot me ? 
Nor. And who couldelfe employ my thought ? 
I dream'd; your Lovewas by Love's Goddels ſought ; 
Oftcious Cupids; hov'ring o'r your head, 
Held Myrtle wreaths : beneath your feet were ſpread 


What 
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What Sweets ſoe'rSabean Springs diſcloſe, 
Our Indian Jaſmine, or ry Cru ole : 
The wanton Miniſters arround you ſtrove 
For ſervice, and inſpir'd their Mother's Love: 
Cloſe by your fide, and languiſhing, ſhe lies, 
With bluſhing cheeks, ſhort breath, and wiſhing eyes 3 
Upon your bicaſt —_— lay her head, 
While, on your face, her tamiſh'd ſight ſhe fed. 
Then, with a ſigh, intotheſe words the broke, 
(And gather'd humid kifles as ſhe ſpoke. ) 
Dull, and ingrateful / muſt I offer love? 
Defir'd of Gods, and envi'd ev'n by Jove: 
And doſtthou ignorance or fear pretend ? 
Mean Soul! and dar't not gloriouſly offend? 
Then, preſſing thus his 
Anr — Fll hearno more. [ Riſong up. 
'T was impious to have underſtood before; 
And I, till now, endeavour'd to miſtake * 
Th'inceſtuous meaning which too plain you make. 
Nowr. And why thisniceneſs to that pleaſure ſhown, 
Where Nature ſums up all her joys in one 3 
Gives all ſhe can, and bowing ill to give, 
Makes it ſo great, wecan but taſte and hve: 
So fills the Senſes, that the Soul ſeems fled, 
And thought it ſclt-does, for the time, lie dead ; 
Till, like a String (cru'd up witheager haſte, 
It breaks, andis too exquiſite to laſt? 
Aur. Heav'ns! can you this, without juſt vengeance, hear? 
When will you thunder, if it now beclear ? 
Yet her alone let not your Thunder ſeize : 
I, too, deſerve to die, becauſe I pleaſe. 
Noar. Cuſtom our Native Royalty docs awe ; 
Promiſcuous Love is Nature's general Law : 
For whoſoever the firlt Lovers were, 
Brother and Siſter made the ſecond Pair, 
And doubled, by their love, their piety. 
Arr. Hence, hence, and to ſome barbarous Cl.mate fly, 


H 2 Which 
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Which onely Brutes jn humane form _— 
And Man grows wild in Nature's common Fickd, 
Who eat their Parents, piety pretend; 
Yet there no Sons thew _— _—_, 
To vail preat Sins, a greater Crime you chule ; 
And, nn ina Adutt'ry loſe. 
Noxr. In vain this haughty tury you have ſhown. 
How I adore aSoul fo like my own ! 
You mult be mine, that you-may learn to live: 
Know joys, which onely the who loves can give. 
Nor think that aCtion you upbraid, ſoil : 
I am not chang'd ; I love my Husband ftil ; 
But love him as he was, when youthful grace, 
And the firſt down Vegan to ſhade his face : 
That Image does my Virgin-flamesrenew, 
And all your Fatherſbines more bright in you. 
Avr. In me a horrour of my ſelf you raiſe; 
Curs'dby your love, and blaſted by your praiſe. 
You find new ways to proſecute my Fate ; 
And your leaſt-guilty pathion was your Hate. 
Nowr.1 beg my death, if you can Lovedeny. Offering hin 
Aur. I'll grant you nothing; no,not ev'n to dic. ? 4 Dagger. 
Nowr. Know then, you are not half fo kind as I. 
| Stamps with her foot. 


Enter Mater, ſonre with Swords drawn, one witha Cup. 


You've choſen, and may now t too late. 

Bchold th'efic( of what you with'd, my Hate. 

This Cup,a cure for both our ills has brought : 5 Taking the Cup 

You need not fear a Philtre in the Draught. t zo preſent hir. 
Aur. All muſt be poiſon which can come Receiving 't 

tromthee ; from her. 

But this the leaſt. C_—_ = 

This firlt I pour -— hkedying Socrates ; Spilling a little of it. 

G1im though he be, Death vieeis when he Su F 4 


As 
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As he is going to drink, Enter Morat attended. 


Mor. Make not ſuch haſte, you muſt my leiſure ſtay : 
Your Fate's deterr'd, you ſhall not die today. \ Taking the C: p 
Nowr.What fooliſh pity has poſle6'd your mind, / from hins. 
To alter what your prudence once defign'd ? 
Mor. What it I pleaſeto lengthen out his .date 
Aday, and take a pride tocozen Fate? 
wr. 'T will not be fafe tolet himlive an hour. 
Mor. I'll do't, to ſhow my Arbitrary pow'r. 
Nowr. Fortune may take him trom your hands again, 
And you repent th'occaſion loſt invain. 
Mor. [ {mileat what your Femaletear foreſees: 
I'm in Fate's place, and dictate her Decrees. 
Let Arimant be calld. [ Exit one of his Attend a ts, 
Aur. Give me the poiſon, and I'll end your ſtnite : 
hate to keep a poor precarious life. 
Would 1 my ſafety on baſe terms receive, 
Know, Sir, I could have liv'd without your leave. 
But thoſe I could accuſe, Ican forgive: 
By my di{dainful ſilence, let 'em hive. 
Nour. What amT, that you dareto bind my hand ? [ To Mors 
So low, I'venot a Murder at command ! 
Can you not one poor Lite toher afford, 
Her who gave up whole Nations to your Sword > 
And fromth'abundanceof whote Soul and Hear, 
Th'o'rflowing ſcrv'd to make your mind (© great. 
Mor. What did that greatneſs in a Woman'smind ? 
Ill lodg'd, and weak toatt what it deſign'd. 
Pleaſure's your portion, and your Nothful eaſe : * 
When Man's at leifure, ſtudy how to pleaſe; 
Soften his angry hours with ſervile care, 
And when he calls, the ready Fealt prepare. 
From Wars, and from affairs of State abſtain: 
Women Emalculate a Monarch's Reign ; 


And 
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And ——— who ſee 'em ſhine with Gold, 
That pomp, as their ownraviſh'd Spoils behold. 

Nowr. choaks my words: 'tis Womanly to weep: 3 Afde. 
In my ſwoll'n breaſt my cloſe revenge I'll keepz | : 
111 watch his tender'ſt part, and there ſtrike deep. [ Exit. 

Aur. Your {trange-proceeding does my wonder move z 
Yet ſeems not to expreisa Brother's love. 

Say to what Cauſe my reſcu'd lite I owe. 

Mor. It what you ask would pleaſc, you ſhould not know. 
Butfince that knowledge, more than Dc ith, will grieve, 
Know, Indamora gain'd you this Reprieve. 

Aur. And whence kad ſhe the pow'rto work your change # 

Mor. The pow'r of Beauty is not new or ſtrange. 

"Should ſhe command me more, I could obey ; 
But her requeſt was bounded with a day. 

Take that; and, if you'll ſpare my farther crime, 
Be kind, and grieveto death againſt your time. 


Exter Arimant. 


Remove this Pris'ner to ſome fafer place : 

He has, for Indamor4's ſake, found grace : 

And, from my Mother's rage muſt guarded be, 

THI you receivea new Command me. 
Arim. Thus Love, and Fortune, perſecute me (till, 

And make me Slave to every Rivals will. [ Aſde. 
Arr. How I diſdain a Life, which I muſt buy 

With your contempt, and her inconſtancy ! 

For a few hours, my whole content | pay : 


You ſhall not force on me another day. 
[ Exit with Arimant. 


Emer Melefinda. 


Mel. I have been ſeeking you this hour's long ſpace, 
And fear'd to find you in another place ; | 
Bur, ſince you're here, my jealtouſic grows lcls: 


You will be kind to my unworthine 
| What 


(g5) 


What ſhall I ſay ? I loveto that degree, 
Each glance another way is robb'd from 
Abſence, and Priſons, I could bear again 
But fink, and die, beneath your leaſt diſdain. 

Mor. Why do _—_ your mind thisneedleſs care, 
And, for your felt an me, new pains prepare ? 
I ne'r approv'd this paſlion in exceſs: - 
If you would ſhow your love, diſtruſt me leſs. 
I hate to be purſu'd from place to place: 
Meet, at each turn, a ſtale domeſtic face; 
Th'approach of j fie Love cannot bear, 
He's wild, and ſoon on wing; if watchful eyes come near. 

Mel. From your lov'd prelence, how can I depart? 
My eyes purſue the object ofmy heart. 

. You talk as if it were our Bridal night: 

Fondnels is (till th' effe&t of new delight ; 
And Marriage butthe pleaſure of a day : 
The Merall's baſe the Gilding worn away. 

Mel. 1 tear I'm guilty of ſome great offence, 
And that hasbred this cold ines 

Mor. The greateſt in the world to fleſhand bloud : 
You tondly love much longer than you ſhou'd. 

Mel. If that be all which makes your diſcontent, 
Of ſuch acrime I never can repent, 

Mor. Would you force Love upon me, which I ſhun? 
And bring courſe fare, when appetite is gone? 

Mel. Why did I not, in Priſon, die betore 
My fatal treedom made me (utter more ? 
I had bcen picas'd tothink Idy'd tor you, 
And doubly plcas'd, becauſe you then were true: 
Then I had hope; but now, alas, have nonc. 

Mor. You ſay youlove me; let that lovebe ſhown.-- 
'Tis in your power to make my happinels. - 

M<el Speak quickly : to command me 1s to blets. 

Mor. t o Indamora you my Suit muſt move : 
You'll ſure (pcak kindly of the man you love. 

Mel. Oh ! rather let me periſh by your hand, 
Than break my heart, by this unkind command: 


me. 
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Think tis the onely one I could deny 5 
And that 'tis harder & z<tuſe than dic. 
Try, if you pleaſe, my Rival's beartto win: 
Il bear the pain, but not promote the (ia. 
You own what e r perteGtions man can boaſt, 
And if ſhe view you with my eycs, ſhe's loſt. 

Mor. Here I renounce all love, all Nuptial ties: 
Henceforward live a {ſtranger to my eyes : 
When I appear, fee you avoid the place, 
And haunt menct with that unlucky face. 

Mel. Bard, as it is, I this command obcy, 
And taſte, while I have lite, to go 1way : 
In pity ſtayſome hours, till Iam dead, 
That blameleſsyou may court my Rival'sBed, 
My hated faceI' not preſume to ſhow 3 
Yet I may watch your ſ{teps where e'r you go. 
Unſeen, 111 gaze 3 and with my latcſt breath, 
Bleſs, whale Foie. the Author of my death. [ Weeping. 


Emer Emperor. 


. Emp.Whenyour Triumphant Fortune high appears, 
Whatcaulſc can draw theſe unbecoming tears ? 
Letcheerfulneſs on happy Fortune wait, 
And give not thus the Counter-time to Fate. 
Mel. Fortune long trown'd, and has but latcly (mil'd : 
t doubt a Foc fo newly reconcil'd. 
You ſaw but ſorrow im its waning form, 
A working Sca remaining from a Storm z 
Whenthe now weary Waves roul o'r the Deep, 
And taintly murmur erc they fall aſleep. 
Emp. Your inward griets you ſmother in your mind; 
But Fame's loud voice proclaims yous Lord unkind. 
Mor. Let Fame be buſte where ſhe hasto do: 
Tell of fought Fields, and every pompous Show. 
Thoſe Talcs arcfit to fill the Peoples cars ; 
Monarchs, unqueſtion'd, move in higher Spheres. 


Alcl. 


 - als 


Mel. Believe not Rumor, but your ſelf; and ſee | 
The kindneſs 'twixt my plighted Lord and me. [Kiſſing Morat. 
This isour State z thus happily we lives 
Theſe are the quarrels which we take and give. 

- Mor.) I had no other way to force a Kifs, 
orgive my laſt Farewel to you, and Blib. [Exit. 
Emp. Your ha carriage ſhows too much of ſcorn, 
And love, like hers, deſerves not that return. 
Mor. You'll pleaſe to leave me judge of what I do, 
And not examine by the outward (ſhow. 
Your uſage of my Mother might be good : 
I judgdit not. 


mp. Nor was it fit youſhou'd. 
Mor. Then, in as equal Ballance weigh my deeds. 
Emp. My Right, and my Authority, exceeds, 
Suppoſe (what I1-not III done, 
Is judging me the duty of a Son? 
Mor. Not of a Son, but of an Emperor : 
You cancell'd Duty when you gave me pow'r. 
If your own Actions on your Will you ground, 
Mine ſhall hereafter know noother bound. 
What meant you when you call'd me to a Throne ? 
Was it to pleaſe me with a Name alone? 
Emp. Twas that I thought your gratitude would know 
What to my partial kindneſs you did owe: 
That what your Birthdid to your Claim deny, 
Your merit of Obedicnce might ſupply. 
Mor. To your own thoughts fuch hopes you might propoſe 3 
But I took Empire not on terms hike thoſe. 
Of buſineſs you complain'd ; now take your caſe : 
Enjoy what ere decrepid Agecan leaſe: 
Ear, Sleep, and tell long Tales of what you were 
In flow'r of Youth, it any one will hear, 
Emp.Pow'r like new Wine, does your weak Brain ſurpriſe, 
And its mad fumes, in hot diſcourſes, riſe; 
But time theſe giddy vapours will remove; 
Mean while 11] taſtethe ſober joys of Love. 


I Abor. 
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Mor. You cannot Love, nor pleaſures take, or give; 
But lite begin, when 'tis too late to live. 
On a tir'd Courſer you purſuedelight, 
Let (lip your morning and ſet out at night. 
It you hve liv'd, take thankfully the paſt : 
Make, as you can, the ſweet remembrance laſt. 
If you have not enjoy d what Youth could give, 
Bur lite ſunk through you likea leaky Sieve, 
Accuſe yourſelt you liv'd not while you might 
But, in the Captive Queen reſign your right. 
I've now reſolv'd to fill your uſclels place ; 
I'll take that Poſt to cover your diſgrace, f 
And love her, tor the honour of my Race. 
Emp. Thou doſt but try how far I can forbear, 
Nor art that Monſter which thou would(t appear : 
But do not wantonly my paſſion move ; 
I pardon nothing that relates to Love. 
My fury does, like jealous Forts, purſue _ 
With death, cv'n Strangers who but come to vicw. 
Mor. 1 did not onely view, but will invade: 
Could you ſhed venom from your reverend ſhades 
Like Trees, beneath whoſearms 'tis death to ſleep; 
Did rouling Thunder your tenc'd Fortreſs keep, 
Thence would I ſnatch my Sexele, like Jove, 
And midſt the dreadful Rack enjoy my Love. 
Emp. Havel for this, nn as thou art, 
When Right, when Nature, ſtruggl'd in my heart ; 
When Heav'n call'd on me for thy Brother's claim, 
Broke all, and fulli'd my unſpotted Fame ? 
Wert thouto Empire, by my baſcneſs, brought, 
And would(t thou ravith what fo dear I bought? 
Dear! for my Conſcience and its peace I gave : 
Why was my Reaſon made my paſlion's | d 
Iſce Heav'ns Juſtice 3 thus the Pow'rsDivine, 
Pay Crimes with Crimes and puniſh mine by thine. 
Mor. Crimes let them pay, and puniſh as they pleaſe : 
What Pow'r makes mine, by Pow'r I mean to ſeize. 


Since 
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Since 'tis tothat they their own greatneſs owe 
' Above, why ſhould they queſtion mine below ? [Exit. 
Emp. Prudence, thou vainly m our Youth art ſought, 
And with purchas'd art too dearly bought : 
We're paltthe uſe of Wit, for which we toil 
Late Fruit, and planted in too cold a Soil. 
My Stock of Fame is laviſh'd and decay'd; 
No profit of the valt profuſion made. 
Too late my folly I repent; I know 
My Aureng-Zebe would ne'r have us'd me (6. 
But, by his ruine I prepar'd my own; 
And, like a naked Tree, my ſhelter gone, : 
To Windsand Winter-{torms mult ſtand expos'd alone. Exit, 


Aureng-Zebe, Arimant. 


Arim. Give me not thanks, which I will ae'r deſerve ; 
But know, 'tis tora Nobler Price I ferve. 
By Indamora's will you're hither brought: 
All my reward, in her command I ſought. 
The reft your Letter tells you. | like Light, 
She comes 3 and Imult vaniſh, likethe Night. [ Exit. 


Enter Indamora. 

Ind. 'Tis now that T begin to live again: 
Heav'ns, I forgive you all my fear and pain : 
Since I behold a Arreng-ZLebe appear, 
I could not buy him at a Price too dear. 
Hisname alone aftorded me relict, 
Repeated as a charm to cure my grict. 
I that lov'd name did, as ſome God, invoke, 
And printed killeson it while I ſpoke. 

Aur. Short caſe 3 butlong, long pains tram you [ find; 


Health, to my eycs 3 but poiſon, to my mind, 
I 2 Why 


(60) 
Why are you made fo excellently fair? 

$9 much above what other Beauties are, 

That, ev'n in curſing, younew form my breath 

And make me bleſs thoſe Eyes which give me death? 

Ind. What reaſon for your curſes can you find ? 
My Eyes your — not your death, delign'd. 

It they oftend, 'tis that they are too kind. 

Aur. The ruines they have wrought, you will not ſee: 
Too kind they aic, indeed, but not to me, 

Ind. Think you baſe Intereſt Souls, like mine, can fway ? 
Or that, for Greatneſs, I can Love betray ? ; 
No, Aureng-Zebe, you merit all my hcarrt, 

And I'm too Noble but to give a part. 

Your Father, and an Empire! am I known 

No more? or have ſo weak a judgment ſhown , ! 
In chuſing you, to change you for a Throne? 

Aur. How, witha Truth, you would a Falſhood blind ! 
"Tis not my Father's love you have deſign'd ; : 
Your choice is hix'd where Youth and Pow'r are joyn'd. 

Ind. Where Youthand Pow'r arc joyn'd ! has he a name? 

Arr. You would betold ; you glory in your ſhame: 
There's Muſic in the Sound ; and, to provoke 
Your plca ſure more, by meit mult be ſpoke. 

Then, thenit raviſhes, when your pleas'd car 
The ſound does from a wretched Rival hear. 
Morat's the name your heart leaps up to meet, 
While Arreng-Zebe lics dying at your fect. 
Ind. Who told you this? 
Aur. ——— Are you lo loſt to ſhame ? 
Morat, Morat, Morat : You love the name 
So well, youre'ry queſtion ends in that ; 
You force me ſtill toanſwer you, Morat. 
Morat, who beſt could tell what you reveal'd ; 
Morat, too proud to keep his joy conceal'd. 
Ind. Howe'r unjuſt your jealouſic appear, 
It ſhows the loſs, of wie you love, you tear ; 
And docs my pity, not my anger move : 
Pl! fond it, as the froward Child of Love. 


(61) 
To ſhow the truth of my unalter'd breaſt, 
Know, that your life was given at my requeſt : 
Afleaſt Repriev'd. When Heav'n deni'd you aid, 
She brought it ; ſhe, whoſe falſhood you upbraid. 

Ar. And 'tis by that you would your falſhood hide; 
Had you not ask d, how happy had I dy'd ! 
AccurſtReprieve! not to prolong my breath, 

It broughta ling ing, and more painful death. 

I have not liv'd fince firſt I heard the news ; 

The giftthe guilty giver does accule. 

You [—— the price, and therequeſt did move, 
That you might pay the Ranſome with your love. 

Ind. Your accuſation muſt, I ſee, take place 
AndI am guilty, infamous, and baſe ! 

Aur. It you are falſe, thoſe Epithets are ſmall ; 

You're then the things, the abltraCt of 'em all. 
And you arefalſe : you promis'd him your love. 
No other price a heart 7 hard could move. 
Do not I know him? could his Brutal mind 

Be wrought upon ? could hebe juſt, or kind ? 
Inſultingly, he made your love his boaſt ; 
Gave me my lite, and told me what it coſt. 
Speak 3; an{wer. I would fain yetthink you truc: 
Licz and 11! not believe myſclt, but you. 

Tell me you love ; Ill pardonthe deceit, 

And, to ® tool'd, my ſelf aſtiſt the cheat. 

Ind. No; 'tis too late: Thaveno more to ſay. 

If you'll believe I have been falſe, you may. | 

Awr. | would not ; but your crimes too plain appear : 
Nay, even that I ſhould think you true, you fear. 

Did Inot tcl! you, I would be deceiv'd? . 

Ind. I'm rot concern'd to have my truth believ'd. 

You would be cozin'd! would afliſt te cheat ! 

But I'm too plain to joyn in the deceit : 

I'm pleas'd you think me falſe 
And, whatſoc'r my Letter did pretend, 
I made this mecting tor no other end. 


Aur 


— —_— 
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\ 
Aur. Kilt me not quite, with this indifference : 


When you are gmilticfs, boalt not an offence. 


Iknow you bcurter than your {cit you know : 
Yeur hcart was true, but did ſome trailty ſhow : 
You prombs'd him your Love, that I might hve 
But promis d what you never meant to givc. : 
Speak, was't not {02 contcls; I can forgive. 
Id. Forgive what dyll excuſes you —_ ! 
As if your thoughts of me were worth my care. 
Aur. Ah Traitrcls! Ahingrate! Ah Fithlck mund ! 
Ah Sex, invented fhir{t to damn Mankind ! 
Nature took care todrets you up forfin : 
Adorm'd, without ; untiniſh'd Ictt, within. 
Hence, by no __ you your loves dirett ; 
Talk much, ne'r think, and (till the wrong affe&. 
So much lelt-love in your compolures mix'd, 
That love to othersſtill remains unkx'd : 
Greatneſs, and Noile, and Show, are your delight ; 
Yet wiſe men love you, in their own deſpight: 
And, finding in their native Wit no eaſe, 
Arc torc'd to put your tolly on to pleaſe. 
Ind. Now you tall know what cauſe you have to rage ; 
But to increaſe your fury, not afiwage : 
I found the way your Brother's heart to move, 
Yet promis'd not the leaſt return of Love. 
His Pride, and Brutal hercenels I abhor ; 
But ſcorn your mean ſuſpitions of me more. 
I ow'd my Honour and my Fame this care : 
Know what yourtolly loſt you,and deſpair. [ Turning from him. 
Arr. Too —_— _=_ mnocence you tell ; 
Show Heav'n, and damn me to the pit of Hell. 
Now I bcheveyou 3; . tis not yet too late : 
You may torpive, and put a ſtop to Fate: 
Save mc,juſt ftinking, and no more to riſe. [ She fromns. 
How can you look with ſuch relentleſs eyes? 
Or let your mind by penitence be mov'd, 
Or I'm iclolv'd tothink you never lovd, 


You 


23 
You arenotclear'd, nnlefs you mercy ſpeak : 
I'll think you took th'ocealion thus to break. 

Ind. Small jealoufies, 'tis true, inflame defire ; 
Too great, not Fan, but quite blow out the Fire : 
Yet I did love you, till ſuch pains I bore, 

That I dare truſt my ſelf and youno more. 
Let me not love you; but here end my pain : 
Diſtruſt may make me wretched once again. 
Now, withfull Sails, into the Port I move, 
And ately can unlade my breaſt of Love; 
Quiet, and calm : why ſhould I then go back, 
Totempt the ſecond hazard of a Wrack ? 

Aur. Behold theſe dying eyes, ſee their ſubmiſſive awe 3 
Theſe tears, which fear of death could never draw : 
Heard you that ſigh? from my heav'd heart it paſt, 
And ſaid, If you forgive not, 'tis my laſt. 

Love mounts, and rowls about my ſtormy mind, 
Like Fire, that's born by a nonier dence Wind. 

Oh, I could ſtifle you, with eager haſte ! 

Devour your kiſſes with my hungry taſte! 

Ruſh on you ! cat you! wander o reach part, 
Raving with pleaſure, ſnatch you tomy heart ! 
Then hold you off, and gaze! then, with new rage, 
Invade you, till my conſcious-Limbs prefage 
Torrents of joy, which all their banks o'rtlow ! 

So loſt, fo bleſt, as I but then could know ! 


Ind, Be no more jealous. + [ Giving hia ber hand.. 


Aur. — — Give mecauſe no more: 
The danger's greater after, than before, 
Itl a z tocure my jcaloulie 
L.ct me ( torthat's the eatieſt parting) die. 
Ind. My lite! 
Aur. My Soul! 
Id. — — My all that Heav'n can g-ve!. 
Death's life with you 3 without you, death to hve. 
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64 ) 
To them Arimant haſtily, 


Arim. Oh, we are loſt, beyond all humane aid! 
The Citadel is to Moret betraid. 


The Traitor, and the Treaſon, known too late ; 
The falſe Abas deliver'd up the Gate. : 
Ev'n, while I ſpeak, we're compaG'd round with Fate. 
The Valiant cannot fight, or Coward flie 3 
But both in undiſtinguiſh'd Crouds mult die. 
Amr. Then my Propheticfears are come to pals : 
Morat was always bloudy ; now, he's baſe : 
And has fo far in Ulurpation gone, 
He will by Paricide ſecure the Throne. 


To them the Emperor. 


Emp. Am I forſaken, and betray'd, by all ? 
Not one brave man dare, with a Monarch, fall 2 
Then, welcome death, to cover my diſgrace ; 
I would not live toReign o'r ſucha Race. 
My Aureng-Zebe | [Seeing Aureng-Zebe, 
But thouno more art mine; mycruel | | 
Has quite de{troy'd theright I had in Ge. | 
I have been baſe, 
Baſe ev'n to him from whom I did receive 
All that a Son could to a Parent give : 
Behold me puniſh'd in the ſelf-ſame kind, 
Th'ungratetul does a more ungrateful find. 

Aur. Accuſe your felf no more you could not be 
Ungrateful : could commit no crimeto me : 
I onely mourn my yet uncancell'd (core : 
You put me paſtthe pow'r of paying more : 
That, that's my griet, that I can onely gricve, 
And bring bur pity, where I would 4 ng 
For had I yet ten thouſand hves to pay, 
The mighty ſum ſhould go no other way. 


(65) 
. Canyou forgive me? 'tis not fit you ſhou'd. * 

Why ill you be ſocxcellently good? : 
'Twall ſtick too black a brand upon my name: 
The Sword isneedlef(s; I ſhall dic with ſhame. 
What had my age to do with Love's — 
Shut out from all enjoyments but the ſight? 

Arim. Sir, you forget the danger's imminent : 


This minute 15not for excules lent. 
Emp. Dilturb me not 

How can my lateſt hour bebetter ſpent ? 

To reconcile my (elf to him is more, 

Than to regain all I poſlefs'd betore. 

Empire, and Life are now not worth a pray'r : 

His love, alone, deſerves my cying Care. 
Aur. Fighting for you, my death will glorious be. 
Ind. Seck to preſerve your (clf, and live for me. 
Arime. Loſe then no tarther time. 

Heav'n hasinſpir'd me with a ſudden thought, 

Whence your unhop'd tor fafety may ——_ | 

Though with the hazard of my bloud tis bought. 

Burt, ſince my life can ne'r be fortunate, 

'Tis ſo much ſorrow wellredeem'd from Fate. 

You, Madam, muſt retire; 

Your Beauty is itsown ſecurity, : 

And leave the condutt of the reſt to me. 

Glory willcrown my life, if I ſucceed ; 

It not, ſhe may afford to love me dead. [ Afde. 
Aur. My Father's kind ; and, Madam, you forgive: 

Were Heav'nſo pleas'd, I now could wilh to live. 

And, I ſhallhve. 

With Glory, and with Love, at once burn : 

| teel thinking heat, and ablentGod return. [_ Exeunt. 


K ACT 


(66) 


ACT V. 
Indamora alore. 


He night ſeems doubled with the fearſhe brings, 

| And, o'r the Cittadel, new ſpreads her wings. 
The Morning, as miſtaken, turns about, 

And all her carly firesagain go out. 

Shouts, cries, and groans, firlt pierce my ears, and then 

A flaſh of Lightning draws the guilty Scene, 

And ſhows me Arms, and Wounds, and Dying men. 

Ah, ſhould my -Zebe be fighting there, 

And envious Winds diſtinguiſh'd to my ear, 

His dying groans, and his laſt accents bear ! 


To ber Morat, attended. 


Mor. The —_ bus'neſs of the Night is done, 
And, in the Cittadel, an Empire wonn. 
Our Swordsſo wholly did the Fates employ, 
That they, at length, grew weary to deſtroy : 
Retus'd the work we Prooghts and, out of breath, 
Made Sorrow and Deſpair attcnd tor Death, 
But what of all my Conqueſt can I boaſt? 
My haughty pride, before youreyes, 15 lolt : 
And Vidory but gains me to preſent 
That Homage, which our Eaſtern World has ſent. 

Ind. Your Vittory, alas, begets my tears : 
Can you not then triumph without my tears? 
Reſolve me; ( for you know my Deſtiny 
In Awreng-Zebe's ) ſay, doT live, or dic? 

Mor. _ by = Love, by hope ot Empire fir'd; 
'Tis true, I havepertorm'd what both requir'd : 
What Fatedecreed ; tor whcn great Soulsare giv'n, 
They bcar the maiksot Sov reignty trom Heav'n., 

My 


(67 
My Elder Brothers my fore-runnerscame z 
Rough-draughts of Nature, ill d 'd, and lame : 
Blown off, like Bloſſoms, never madeto bear ; 
TillI came, finiſh'd ; her laſt labour'd care. 

Ind. This Prologue leadsto your ſucceeding ſin: 
Bloud ended what Ambition did begin. 

Mor. "Twas rumor'd, but by whom I cannot tell, 
My Father ſcap'd from out the Cittadel : 
My Brother too may hve. 

Ind. He may. 

Mor... — —-— He muſt: 
I kill'd him not: and alefs Fate's unjuſt. 
Heav'n owes it me, that I may fill his room ; 
A Phoenix-Lover, riſing from his Tomb. 
In whom you'll loſe your ſorrows for the dead ; 
More warm, more herce, and fitter for your Bed. 

Izd. Should I trom Awreng-Zebe my heart divide, 
To love a Monſter, and a Paricide? 
Theſe names your {welling Titles cannot hide. 
Severe Decrecs may keep our Tongues in awe z 
But toour thoughts, what EdiCtt can pive Law? 
Ev'n you your (elf, to your own breaſt, ſhall tell 
Your crimes and your own Conſcience be your Hell. 


Mor. What bus'nels has my Conſcience with a Crown ? 


Shetinks in Pleaſures, and in Bowls will drown. 
If mirth ſhould fail, 11] bufic her with cares; 
Silence, herclamorous voice with louder Wars : 
Trumpets and Drums ſhall == her trom the Throne, 
As ſounding Cymbals aid the lab'ring Moon. 

Ind. Repell'd by thele, more cager ſhe will grow 3 
Spring back more ſtrongly than a Scythian Bowe: 
Amidtt your Train, this unſcen Judge will wait z 
Examine how you came by all your State; 
Upbraid your impious Pomp 3 and, in your car, 
Will hallow, Rebel, Tyrant, Marderer. 
Yourill-got Pow'r wan looksand careſhal] bring: 
-.nown but by diſcontent to bea King, 
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OfCrouds afraid, yet armxious when alone z 
You'l fit and brood your ſorrows on a Throne. 

Mor Birthright's a vulgar road to Kingly ſway z 
'Tis ev'ry dull-got Elder Brother's way. 
Dropt from above, he lights into a Throne 

+ Grows ofa piece with thathe fits upon, 

Heav'ns choice, a low, glorious, rightful Drone. 
But whoby force a Scepter does obtain, 
Shows he can govern that which he could gain. 
Rightcomes of courſe, what e'r he was bp 1 
Murder and Uſurpationare no more. 

Ind. By your own Laws you ſuch Dominion make, 
As ev'ry itronger Pow'r has right to take: 
And Paricide will ſo deform your name, 
That difpoſleſiing you will give aclaim. 
\Whonext Utfurps, will a raft! Prince _ ; 
So much your ruine will his Reign endear. 

Mor. I without guilt, would mount the Royal Seat + 
But yet 'tis neceſlary to be great. 

Ind. All Greatnets is in Virtue underſtood : 
'Tisonely neceſlary tobe 
Tell me, what is't at which great Spirits aim, 
What moſt your ſelf defire ? 

Mor. Renown, and Fame, 
And Pow'r, as uncontrol'd as is my will. 

Ind. How you confound defires of good and ill / 
For true renown 1s {till with Virtue joyn'd ; 
But luſt of Pow'r lets looſe th'unbrid1'd mind. 
Yours is a Soul irregularly great, 
Which wanting temper, pet abounds with heat : 
So ſtrong, yet fo unequal pulſes bear. 
A Sun which does, through vapours djmnly ſhine : 
What pity 'tis you are not all Divine! 
New molded, thorow lighten'd, and a breaſt 
So pure, to bear thelaſt ſevereſt teſt ; 
Fit to command an Empire you ſhould gain 
By Virtue, and without a bluſh to Reign, 
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M.-. You ſhow me ſomewhat I ne'r learnt before x 
Bu.' 't:-ihc ſtant profpect of a Shore, 
Dow t'! 13 miſts 5 which, like inchanted ground, 
Flics i 5-1 my light, before'tis fully found. 

[nd. are to be great, without a guilty Crown 
View it, and lay the bright temptation down: 
'Tis baſcto (cize on all, becauſe you may 3 
That's Empire, that which I can give away: 
There's joy when to wild Will you Laws preſcribe, 
When you bid Fortune carry back her Bribe : 
A joy, which none but greateſt minds can taſte ; 
A Fame, which will to endleſs Ages laſt. 

Mor. Renown, and Fame, in vain, I courted long; 
And (till purſu'd 'em, though directed wrong, 
In denod, and in toils, I heard they lay; 
Sail'd farther than the Coaſt, but mils'd my way ? 
Now you have giv'n me Virtue for my guide; 
And, with true Honour, ballaſted my Pe. 
Unjuſt Dominion I no more purſue z 
I quit all other claims but thoſe to you. 

nd. Oh be not juſt to halves ! pay all you owe : 
Think there's a debt to Meleſinds too. 
q To leave no blemiſh on your atter lite; 
Reward the virtue of a Suff'ring Wife: 

Mor. To love once paſt, I cannot backward move ; 
Call yeſterday again, and I may love. 
'Twas not for nothing I the Crown reſign'd ; 
I (till muſt own a Mercenary mind : 
I, in this venture, doublegains purſue, 
And laid out all my Stock to purchaſe you. 


10 them Aſaph Chan. 


Now, what ſucceſs? does Awreng-Zebe yet live? 

Aſaph. Fortune has gitv'n you all that ſhecan give, 
Your Brother _ 

Mor. —-- Hold; thou ſhow'ſt an impious joy, 


And think'it I ſtill take pleaſure to deſtroy : 
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Know, I am chang'd, and would not have him flain. 
Aſaph. Tis paſt; and you defire his life in vain. 
He prodigal of Soul, ruſh'd on the ({troke 
Of lifted Weapons, and did wounds provoke: 
In ſcorn of Night, he would not be conccal'd ; 
His Souldiers, where he tought, his name reveal 'd : 
In thickeſt crouds, {till Awreng-Zebe did ſound : 
The vaulted Roots did Awenrg-Zebe rebound, f 
Till late, and m hisfall, the name was drown'd. 
Ind. Wither that hand which brought him to his fate, 
And blaſted bethe tongue which did rclate. 
Aſaph. His Body —- 
AUF. eommmcnnnes Ceaſc toinhanſec her miſery : 
Pity the Qucen, and ſhow reſpett to me. 
'Tisev ry Painters Art to hide from fight, 
And calt in ſhades, what ſeen would not delight. 
Your grict, in me luch ſympathy has bred, [To her. 
I mourn; and wiſh 1 could recall the dead. 
Love ſottens me; and blows up fires, which pals 
Through my tough heart, and melt the ſtubborn Maſs. 
Ind. Break, heart; or choak, with ſobs, my hated breath ; 
Do thy own work : admitno forreign death. 
Alas! why doI make this uſelcfs muan ? 
I'm dead already, tor my Soul is gone. 


To them, Mir Baba. 


Mir. What tongue the terror of this night can tell, 
Within, withour, and round the Citadel ! 
A new-form'd Fattion docs your pow'r oppole ; 
The Fight's contus'd, and all who mect are toes: 
A ſccond clamour, from the Town, we hear; 
And the far noilc fo loud, it drowns the near. 
Abas. whoſeem'd our Fnend, is cither fled ; 
Or, what we fear, our Enemies does head : 
Your ftrighted Soldiers ſcarce their = maintain. 
Mbor.1 thank their fury we ſhall fight again ; 


They 
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They rouſe my rage 3 I'm cager to ſubdue : 
'Tis fatal to with-hold my eyes trom you. 


Enter Mcleſinda. 


Mel. Canmiſery no place of fatety know ? 
Thenoiſe purſues me whereſoe'r I go, 

. As Fate ſought onely me,and where | fled, 
Aim'd all its Dartsat my devoted head. 
And let it 3 I amnow palt care ot lite ; 

The laſt of Women; an abandon'd Wite. 


I ſtand oblig'd to Fortune, or to Fear : 


Ind. Whether Deſign or Chance has brought you here, 


Weak Women ſhould, in danger, herd like Deer. 


But fay, trom whence this new combuſtion iP 
Are there yet more Morats * more fighting 


Mel. Him trom his Mother's love your eyes divide, 


And now her Arms the cruel (trite decide. 


Ind. What ſtrange misfortunes my vextlife attend ? 


Death will be kind, andall my forrows end, 
If Nownrthal prevail, I know my fate. 
Mel. I pity, as my own, your hard eſtate ; 
But what can my weak charity afford ? 
I haveno longer int'rcſt in my Lord : 
Nor in his Mother, He : ſhe owns her hate 
Aloud , and would her f{clt Uturp the Statc. 
Ind.I'm ſtupifi'd with ſorrow, palt relict 


Mel. Dry mourning will decays more dea 


Give ſorrow vent, and lct the fluces 


Oftcars : parch'd up, and wither'd with __ ; 
y bring, 


rings ? 


ings > 


As a North Wind burns a too forward Spring, 
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Ind. My tearsare all congeal'd, na will not flow. 
Mel. Have comtort ; yicld not to the blows of Fate. 
14. Comtort, like Cordials after death, comes late. 
Nam. .--t {© vain a word; my hopes arc fled : 
Thi 1 yur Abrat were kind, and think him dead. 


| Exitwith the twoOmrahbs. 
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Mel. 1 can NO MOFE nn —— 

Can no more arguments, for comfort, find : 

Your boding words have quite o'r-whelm'd my mind. 

Clattering of weapons within. 

Ind. The noiſe increaſes, as the Billows rore, 

When rowling from afar they threat the Shore. 

She comes; and tecble Nature nowl find 

Shrinks back in danger, and forſakes my mind. 

I wiſh rodie, yet dare not death endure ; 

Deteſt the Med'cine, yet detire the Cure. 

I would have death 3; but mild, and at command : 

I dare not trult him in another's hand. 

In Nowrmahal's, he would not mine appear ; 

But arm'd with terror, and diſguis'd with fear. 
Mel. Beyond this = you can have no retreat: 

Stay here, and I the will repeat. 

I fear notdeath, becauſe my life I hate : 

And envious death will ſhun th'unfortunate. 
Ind. You muſt not venture. 
Mel. — Let me: Imaydo 

My (elf a kindneſs, in obliging you. 

In your 1»v'd name, I'll ſeek my angry Lord; 

And beg your _ from his conqu'ring Sword : 

So his protection all your fears will caſe, 

And [ (hall ſee him once,and not diſpleaſe. [ Exi#, 
Ind. Oh wretched Queen ! whatpow'r thy life can fave ? 

A ſtranger, and untriended, and a flave ! 


Enter Nourmahal, Zayda, and Abas, with Souldiers. 
Alas, ſhe'shere ! 


[ Indamora withdraws to the inner part of the Scene. 
Nour. Heartlels they tought, and quitred ſoon ſ4 
While ours with eafie victory were crown'd. 
To you, Ab.s, my Life and Empire too, 
And, what's yet dearer, my Revenge, I owe. 
Abas. The vam Mort, by his own raſhneſs wrought, 
Too ſoon diſcover'd his ambitious thought ; 


cir ground, 
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Believ'd me his, becauſc I bim fair, 
And pitch'd his head into t reach ſcare : 
Hence'twas I did his Troops at firſt admit z 
But ſuch, whoſe numbers could no fears beget ; 
By them th'Emperor's Party firſtI ſlew, 
Then turn'd my Arms the Vidtors to ſubdue. 

Nour. Now let the head-ſtrong Boy my will controul : 
Virtue's noſlave of Man 3 no Sex contines the Soul : 

I, formy (elf, th'lmperial Seat will gain, 

And he ſhall wait my leiſure for his Reign. 

But Awreng-Zebeis no where to befound. 

And now perhaps in Death's cold arms he lies : 
I fought, and conquer'd, yet have loſt the prize. 

Zayd. The chance of Wardetermin'd well the ſtrife, 
That rack'd you, 'twixtthe Lover and the Wife. 

He's dead, whole love had fulli'd all your Reign, 
And made you Emprets ofthe World in vain. 

Nowr. No ; I my pow'r and plcaſure would divide : 
The Drudge had quench'd my flames, and then had di'd. 
I rage, to think without that Blib I live; 

That I could wiſh what Fortune would not give : 
But, what Love cannot, Vengeance muſt ſupply z 
She, who bereav'd me of his heart, ſhall dic. 

Zayd. \'\ ſearch : far diſtant hence ſhe cannotbe. [ Goes in. 

Norr. This wondrous Maſter-piece 1 tain would ſec; 
This fatal Heler, whocan Wars m(pire, 

Make Kings her Slaves, andſet the World on fire. 
My Husband lock'd his Jewel from my view z « 
Or durſt not (ct the falleone by the true. 


Re-emer Zayda, leading Indamora. 


Zay.Your frighted Captive, ere ſhe dies, receive z 
Her Soul's juſt going elſc, without your leave. 

Nour. A fairer Creature did my eyesne'r (ce | 
Surc ſhe was torm'd by Hcav'nin ſpite to me! 
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Some _ copi'd, while I ſlept, each grace, 
And molded ev'ry featurefrommy od 
Such Majeſty does from her forchead riſe, 
Her cheeks ſuch bluſhes caſt, ſuch rays her eyes, 
Nor I, nor Envy, can a blemiſh find ; 
ThePalace is, without, too well defign'd : f 
Condutt mem, for I will view thy mind. [To her. 
Speak, if thou haſta Soul, that I may ſee, 
It Heav n can make throughout another Me. 
Ind. My tcars and miſenes —_—_ my cauſe z |[ Kneeling. 
My words, the terror of your preſence awes : 
Morrals, inſight of Angels, mute become ; 
The Nobler Nature ſtrikes th'{nteriour dumb. 
Nowr. The Palm is, by the Foes conteſlion, mine 3 
But I diſdain whar baſcly you reſign. 
Heav'n did, by me, the outward model build : 
Its inward work, the Sout, with rubbiſh fill 'd. 
Yet, Oh ! th'imperfe&t Piece moves moredelight ; 
'Tis gilded o'r with Youth, to catch the ſight. 
The Gods have poorly robb'd my Virgin bloom, 
And what am, by = bn | was, o'rcome. 
Traitrets, reſtore my Beauty and my Charms, 
Nor ſteal my Conqueſts with my proper Arms. 
Ind. What have I done, thus to inflame your hate? 
Iam notguilty, but unfortunate. 
Naxr. Not guilty, when thy looks my pow'r betray, 
Seduce Mankind, my Subje&, from my Sway, 
Take all my Hearts, and all my Eyes away ? 
My Husband firlt 3 butthat I could forgive : 
Heonely mov'd, and talk'd, but did not live. 
My Aureng-Zebe, tor T dare own the name; 
The glorious fin, and the more glorious flame 3 
Him, from my beauty, havethy eyes miſled, 
And ſtarv'd the joys of my expetted Bed. | 
Ind. His love, fo ſought, he's happy that he's dead. 
© had I courage but to meet my Fate ; 
That ſhort dark paſlage to a tuturcſtate; 
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That melancholly Riddle of a breath. 
Nour. That ſomething, or that nothing, after death : 
Take this, and teach thy ſelf. [ Givinga D 
Ind. Alas! 
Nowr. Why doſt thou _ ? 
Diſhonour not the vengeance d: 
A Queen, and own a baſe Plebeiar, mind 
Let it drink deep in thy moſt vital part : 
Strike home, and do me reaſon in thy heart. 
Ind. dare not. 
Nowr. Do't, while I ſtand by and ſee, 
At my full guit, withoutthe drudgery. 
I love a Foe, who dares my ſtroke prevent, 
Whogives me the full Scene of my content, 
Shows me the flying Soul's convullive (trife, 
And all the anguiſh of departing life : 
Diſdain my mercy, and my rage dehie 3 
Curle me with thy laſt breath ; and make me (ce ? 
A Spirit worthy to have Rival 'd me. 
nd. Oh, I defire todiez but dare not yet : 
Give meſome reſpite, I'll diſcharge the debt. 
Without my Aureng-ZLebe I would not live. 
Now. Thine, Traitrels! thine ! that word has wing'd thy fate, 
And put me paſt the tedious forms of hate. 
I'll kill thee with ſuch eagerneſs and haſte, 
As Fiends, let looſe, would lay all Nature waſte. 
+ Indamora rwrs back: as Nourmahal is running 
( to her. Claſhing of Swords is heard within. 
Sold. Yield, y'are o'rpowT'd: refiſtanceisin vain. Within. 
Mor. Then death's my choice : ſubmiſſion I diſdain. Wake 
Norwr. R etire, you Slaves: Ah whether docs he run [ At the dyor. 
On pointed Swords? Diſarm, but fave my Son. 


(76) 
Enter Morat ſtaggering, and upheld by Souldiers. 


Mor. She lives! and I ſhall fee her once again ! 

I have not thrown away my lifein vain. 
_— bold of lIndamora's Gow, 
and falls by ber : ſhe ſets. 

I can nomore z yet, ev'n indeath, I ind 
My fainting body byals'd by my mind : 
I fall roward youz (till < contending Soul 
Points to your breaſt, and trembles to its Pole. . 


To them Meleſinda, haſtily, caſting her ſelf onthe other 
fide of Mora. 


Mel. Ah wo, wo, wo! the worſt of woes I find ! 
Live (till : Ohlivez hve evnto beunkind. 
With half-ſhut eyes he ſeeks the doubtful day ; 
But, Ah! he bends hisfight another way. 
He faints! and in that figh his Soul is gone; 
Yet Heaven's unmov'd, yet Heav'n looks careleſs on. 
Nowr.Where arc thoſe Pow'rs which Monarchs ſhould defeng > 
Or do they vain Authority pretend , 
O'r humane Fates, and their weak Empire ſhow, 
Which cannot guard their I below ? 
If, as their Image, he was not Divine, 
ought to have reſpected him as mine. 
Ill waken them with my revenge ; and ſhe 
Their [z4amors ſhall my Victim be, 
And Helpleſs Heav'n ſhall mourn in vain, like me. 
me ſhe is going to ſtab Indamora, Morat 
raiſes himſelf, and holds her hand. 
Mor. Al, what are we, 


Who dare maintain with Heav'n this wretched ſtrife, 
Puft with the pride of Heav'ns own gift, frail life? 
That blaſt which my ambitious Spirit ſwell'd, 

Sceby how weak a Icnurcit was held ! 


loncly 
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f onely ſtay to fave the Innocent: 
Ohenvy not my Soul its laſt content. 
Ind. No, let me die 3 I'm doubly fummon'd now 
Fiſt, by my Awreng-Zebe; and, ince, by you, 
My Soul grows hardy, and can death endure : 
Your Convoy makes the dang'rous way ſecure. 
Mel. Let me, at leaſt, a Funeral Marriage crave ; 
Norgrudge my ccld embraces in the Grave. 
I have too juſt a Tile in the (trite : 
By me, unhappy me, helo(t his lite : 
I call'd him hither ; 'twas my fatal breath ; 
And l the Screech-Ow!l that proclaim't his death. 
ns within, 
Abas. What new Alarms are theſe? I'll haſte and ſee. [ Exit. 
Nowr. Look up,and live : an Empue ſhall be thine. 
Mor. That I contemn'd, ev'n whenlT thought it mine. 
Oh, I mult yield to my hard Deſtinies, [ To Indamora. 
And muſt for ever to ſee your eyes. 
Mel. Ah turn your fight to me, my deareſt Lord ! 
Canyou not one, one parting look afford ? 
Ev'n io unkind in death ? but'tis in vaing 
I loſe my breath, and to the Winds complain : 
Yet 'tis as much in vain your cruel ſcorn ; 
Still I can love, without this laſt return. 
Nor Fate, nor You, can my vow'd faith controul ; 
Dying, 111 follow yourdi{dainful Soul : 
A Ghoſt, I'll haunt your Ghoſt; and, where you go, 
With mournful murmurs fill the Plains below. 
Mor. Be happy, Meleſinds, ceaſe to grieve, 
And, fora moredeſerving Husband, live : 
Can you forgive me ? 
Mel Can I! Oh my heart! 
Havel heard one kind word before l part ? 
I can, I can forgive: is that a task 
To love, like mine? Are you ſo good to ack? 
One kiſs Oh 'tis too great ableſling this z [ Kiſs hins) 
[ would notlive to violate the blib. 


Re-enter 


- 
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Re-enter Alas. 


Abas. Some envious Devil has ruin'd us yet more : 
Thc Fort's revolted to the Emperor ; 
The Gates are open'd, the Portcullis drawn ; 
And deluges of Armies, from the Town, 
Come pow ring in: I heard the mighty flaw, 
When firſt it broke; the crowding Enſigns faw, 
Which choak'd the paſſage z and, (what lea(t1 fear'd, ) 
The waving Arms of Aurerg-Zebe appear'd, 
Diſplay'd with your Morat's : 
In cither'sFlag the golden Serpents bear, 
Eredcted Creſts altke, like Volumes rear, : 
And mingle fnendly hiſftings in the Air. 
Their Troops are joyn'd, and our deſtruction nigh. 
Nowr. 'Tis vain tofight, and Idiſdain to flie. 
I'll mock the Triumphs which our Foes intend ; 
And, ſpite of Fortune, make a glorious end. | 
In pois nous draughts my liberty I] find : 
And from thenauicous World ſet free my 1nind. [ Exit. 


At the other end of the Stage, Enter Aureng-Zebe, Dianct, and 
Attendants. Aurcng-Zebe turns back, and ſpeaks, entring. 


Aur. The lives of all, who ceaſe from combar, ſpare; 
My Brother's be your molt peculiar care : 
Our impious ulc no longer ſhall obtain ; 
Brotheis no more, by Brothers, {hall be (lain. 
[ Seeing Indamora and Morat. 
Ha! dolI dream? 15 this my hop'd ſuccels ? 
I grow a Statue, (tiff, and monionlefs. 
Look, Diaxct; for l dare not truſtrheſe cycs; 
They dance in miſts, and dazle with ſurpriſe. 
Dia. Sir, 'tis Morat 5 dying he ſeems, or dead: 
And Indemore's hand | 
Aur. — Supports his head. [ Srobang., 


Thou 
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Thou ſhalt not break yet heart, nor ſball ſhe know 
My inward torments, by my outward (how ; 
To let her ſee nry weaknels were too baſe; 
Ditlembled Quiet fit upon my face : 
My ſorrow to my eyes nopallage find, 
But Ict it inward fink, and drown my mind. 
Falſhood (hall want its Trumph : I beg 
To ſtagger 3 but Il propmy (clf within. 
The ſpccious Tow'r no ruine ſhall diſcloſe, 
Till down, at once, the mighty Fabrick goes. 
Mor. In fign that I die yours, reward my love, [To lnd. 
And ſeal my Paſport to the Blefs'd above. | Kiſſing her hand. 
Ind. Oh ſtay ; or take me with you when you go: 
There's nothing now worth living for below, 
Mor. I leave you not ; for my expanded mind 
Crows upto Heav'n, whileit to my is joyn'd: 


Not quitting, but enlarg'd ! Ablazing Fire, 

Fed from the Brand. \» - [| Dies. 
MEL. Ah me ! he's gone! I die! [ Swoons.. 
Ind. -- Oh diſmal day ! 


Fate, thou haſt raviſh'd my laſt hope away. 
OHeav'n! my Aureng-Zebe — = turns,and ſees Aureng-Zebe 
What ſtrange ſurpriſe! ſtanding by her, and ſtarts. 

Or docs my willing mind delude my eyes, 
And ſhows the Figure always preſent there ? 
Or liv'it thou? am 1 bles'd, and ſee thee here £ 
Aur. My Brother's body fee convey'd {Tak from her, to 
with care, his Attendants. 
Where we may RoyalSepulture prepare. 
With ſpeed to Meleſrda bring relief; 
Recal her ſpirits, and moderate her grief. — [ Helf turning to Ind. 
I go, totake for ever from your view 
Both the lov'd Objc, and the hated too. 
[ Going away after the Bodies, which are carried off, 
Ind. Hear me 3 yet think not that 1 beg \ L41ing ho 
your ſtay : of him. 
I will be heard, and after take your way. 
Gos5 
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Go; but late repentance ſhall He ftrwgeler te; 
be ws Figs n/a 

I'l never, never ſce your face agai [ Tarning away. 
Arr. Madam, I know what cver you can fay : 

You might be pleas'd not to command my ſtay. 

All things are yet diforder'd in the Fort ; 

I muſt crave leave your audience may be ſhort, 
Ind. You need not fear I ſhalldetain you long ; 

Yet you may tell me your pretended wrong. 
Aur. Is that the bus'neſs? then my ltay is vain. 
Ind. How are you injur'd ? 

Aur. When did I complain? 

Ind. Leave off your torc'd reſpect 

And ſhow your rage in its molt turious turm: 

I'm arm'd with innocence to brave the Storm. 

You heard, perhaps, your Brother's laſt deſire; 

And after ſaw him in my arms expire : 

—_— with tears, ſo great a loſs bemoan : 

Heard me complaining my laſt hopes were 
Aur. Oh fon and take _ with you hin go. 

There's nothing now worth living for below. 

Unhappy Sex ! whoſe Beauty is your ſnare 3 

Expos'd to trials z made too frail to bear. 

I grow a fool, and ſhow my rage again : 
1s Nature's fault ; and why thould I complain ? 
Ind. Will you yet hear me ? 
Anr. Yes, till you relate 

What pow'rtal Motives did your change create. 

You thought me dead, and prudently 4d weigh 

Tears were but vain, and brought but Yourhs decay. 

Then, in Morat, your hopes a Crown delign'd; 

And all the Woman work'd within your mind. 

| raveagain, and to my rage return, 

To be againfabjected ro your fcorn. 


—_—_— _— 


Ind. 
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Ind. wait till this long ſtorm be over-blown. 
Aur. I'm conſcious of my folly : I have done. 
I cannot rail ; but ſilently Ill grieve. 
How did I truſt! and how did you deceive! 
Oh, Arimant, would I had dr'd tor thee! 
I dearly buy thy generoſity. 
Ind. Alas, is he then dead? 
Air. —————toknown to me, 
He took my Arms; and while I forc'd my way, 
Through Troops of Foes, which did our paſlage ſtay, 
My Buckler o'r myaged Father caſt, 
Still fighting, ſtill ing as 1 paſt, 
The noble Arimant uſurp'd my name ; | 
Fought, and took from me, while he gave me, fame. 
To Awreng-Zebe, he made his Souldiers cry, 
And ſceing not, where he heard danger nigh, : 
Shot, like a Star, through the —_— Sky. 
A ſhort, but mighty aid : at length he fell. 
My own adventures 'twere loſt timeto tell ; 
Or how my Army, entring in the night, 
Surpris'd our Foes : the dark diſorder'd fight: 
How my appearance, and my Father ſhown, 
Made peace; and all the rightful Monarch own. 
I'veſumm'd it briefly, ſince 1t did relate 
Th'unwelcome ſafety of the man you hate. 
Ind. As briefly will | clear my innocence : 
Your alter'd Brother di'd in my defence. 
Thoſe tears you ſaw, that tendernefs I ſhow'd, 
Were juſt eftefts of griet and gratitude. 
He di'd my Convert. 
Anr.-—,—- But your Lover too: 
I heard his words, and did your ations view ; 
You ſeem'd to mourn another Lover dead: 
My fighs you gave him, and my tears you ſhed. 
But worſt of all 
Your gratitude for his defence was ſhown : 
It prov'd you valu'd lite when I was gone. 
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Id. Not that I valu'd life; butfear'd to die : 
Think that my weaknels, not inconſtancy. 

Aur. Fear ſhow'd you doubted of your own intent : 
And ſhe who doubts becomes leſs innocent. 

Tell me not you could tear ; 

Fear's a large promiler, who ſubje&live 

To that baie paflion, know not what they give. 
No circumſtance of grict you diddeny ; 

And what could ſhe give more who durſtnotdie > 

Ind. My love, my faith. 

r, —- Bothfoadult'rategrown, 
Whenmix'd with fear, they never could be known. 
I wiſh no ill might her I love befall ; 

But ſhe ne'r lov d whodurſt not venture all. 
Her lite and fame ſhould my concernment be ; 
But ſhe ſhould onely be afraid tor me. 

Ind. My heart was yours; but, Oh ! you lett it here, 
Abandon'd to thoſe Tyrants, Hope and Fear : 

It they forc'd from me one kind look or word, 
Could you not that, not that ſmall part afford? 

Amr. If you had lov'd, you nothing yours could call : 
Giving the leaſt of mine, you gave him all. 
Truelove'sa Miſer ; fo tenacious grown, 

He weighs to the leaſt grain of what's his own. 

More delicate than Honour's nicelt ſenſe : 

Neither to give nor take the leaſt offence. 

With, or without you, I can have no reſt: 

What ſhall I do? yarelodgd within my breaſt : 

Your Image never will bethencediſplac'd 3 

But there it lies, ſtabb'd, mangled, and defac'd. 
Ind. Yet, to reſtore the quiet of your heart, 


There's one way lett. 
Arr. --— Ohname it. 
Ind. — 'Trtopart. 


Since perfett bliſs with me youcannot prove, 
I (corn to bliſs by halves the man I love, 

Ar. Now you diſtraft me more : ſhall thenthe day, 
Which views my Triumph, fee our loves deoay ? 


Il call her now; ſure, it ſhe loves, ſh 
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Muſt I new bars to my own joy create ? 
Refuſe, my (elf, what I had torc'd from Fate > 
What though Iam notlov'd ? 
Realon's nice taſte doesour delights deſtroy : 
Brutes are more bleſs'd, who grofly feed on joy. 
Ind. Such endlets jealoufies your love purſue, 
I can no more be tully bleſs'd than you. 
I therefore go, to free us both from pain: 
I pris'd your Perſon, but your Crown diſdain. 
Nay, ev n my OWN —— — 
I give it you; for ſmce I cannot call 
Your heart my Subjett, I not Reign at all. [ Exit. 
Aur. Go: though thou leav'{t me tortur'd on the Rack, 
'Twixt Shame and Pride, Icannot call thee back. 
She's guiltlels, and I ſhould fubmitz but Oh! 
When ſhe exacts it, canIitoop fo low? : 
Yes; for ſhe's guiltleſs ;3-— bur ſhe's haughty too 
Great Souls long truggle ere they own acrime : 


She's gone; and leaves me no I 
eN ſtay 


Linger atleaſt, or not gofar away, 


| Looks to the door,aud retweny, 
For ever loſt, and I repent too late. 
My fooliſh pride, would ſet my whole Eſtate, : 


Till, at one throw, I loſt all back to Fate. 
To him the Emperor, drawing inIndamora: Attendants. 


Emp.lt muſt not be, that he, by whom we live, 
Should no advantage of his gift receive. 
Should he be wholl y wretched ? he alone, 
In this ble(s'd day, a day fo much his own 2 [To Indamora. 
[ have not quitted yet a Victor's right : 
I'll make you happy in your own delſpight. 
I love you ſtill; and it I ſtruggle hatd 
To give, it ſhows the worth ot the reward. 

Ind. Suppoſe he has o'rcome; muſt I find place 
Among his conquer'd Foes, and ſue for grace ? 
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Be pardon'd, and confeſs I lov'd not well ? 
What though none live my innocence to tell ? 
T know it : Truth may own a gen'rous pride : 
I clear my ſelf, andcare tor none beſide, 
Aur. Oh, Indamora, you would break my heart ! 
Could you reſolve, on any terms, to part ? 
I thought your love eternal: wasit ti'd 
So lootly, that a quarrel could divide ? 
| grant that my ſuſpitions were unjuſt ; 
But would you leave me for a ſmall diſtruſt ? 


Forgive thoſe fooliſh words [ Kneeling to her. 
They werethe froth my raging tolly mov'd, 
When it boil'd up : I knew not then I lov'd; 
Yet then lov'd moſt. 
Ind.(ta Aur.) You would but half be bleſt! Giving her 
Aur Oh do but try hand, ſmiling. 


My eager love: Il give my felt the lie. 

The very hope 1sa full happineſs; 

Yet (cantly meaſures what I ſhall poles. 

Fancy it felt, ev'nin enjoyment, is 

But a dumb Judge, and cannottell its bliſs. 
Emp Her eyes a ſecret yielding doconfels, 

And promile to partake your happinels. 

May all the joys I did my (elf = wy 

Be rais'd by her, and multipli'd on you. 


A Proceſſion of Priets, Slaves following, and 
ſj Melefinda in white. - 


Ind. Alas! what means this Pomp ? 
Aur. 'Tis the Proceſſion of a Funeral Vow, 
Which cruel Laws to Iadian Wives allow, 
When fatally their Virtue they approve 3 
Cheartul in flames, and Martyrs of their Love. 
Ind. Oh my foreboding heart! th'event I fear ; 
And ce! fad Meleſnda _ 
Mel. You wrong my love ; what griet do I betray? 
This is the Triumph of my Nuptial day. 
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My better Nuptials 3 which, in ſpight of Fate, 

For cver joyn mc to my dear Morat. 

Now I am plcas'd ; my jealoulics are o'r : 

He's mine 3 an 1 can loſe himnow no more. 
Emp.l.ct no falſe ſhow of Fame your reaſon blind. 
Ind, You have no right to die; he was not kind. 
Mel. Hail he been kind, I could no love have ſhown : 

Each vulgar Virtue would as much have done. 

My love was ſuch, it needed noreturn 

But could, though he ſuppli'd no fuel, burn. 

Richin it (clf, like Elemental fire, 

Whoſe purenels does no Aliment require. 

In vain you would bereave me of my Lord; 

For I willdie : dic is too baſe a —_ ; 

I'll feek his breaſt, and kindling by his fide, 

Adorn'd with flames, Ill mount a glorious Bride. Exit. 


Exter Nourmahal diſtraed, with Zayda. 


Zay. She's loſt, ſhe's loſt ! but why do Icomplain 
For her, who generouſly did lite dildain ! 
Poiton'd, ſhe raves 
Th invenom'd Body does the Soul attack ; 
Th'invenom'd Soul worksits own poiſon back. 

Nowr. I burn, I more than burn; I am all fire : 
See how my mouth an&nolſtrils lame expire. 
I'l not come near my felt. 
Now I'm a burning Lake, it rowls and flows; 
I'll ruſh, and pour it all upon my Foes. 
Pull, pull that reverend picce of Timber near : 
Throw't on tis dry — "twill burn 
Ha, ha ! how my old Husband crackles there / 
Keep him down, keep him down, turn him about : 
I know him; he'll but whiz, and ſtrait go our. 
Fan me, you Winds : what, not one breath of Air ? 
I burn 'em all, and yet have flames to ſpare. 

uench me : pour on whole Rivers. "Tis in vain: 


at (tands there todrive 'em back again : 


Witt: 
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With thoſe huge Bellows in his hands, he blows 
New fire intro my head : my Brain-pan glows. 
See, ſee ! there's Aureng-Zebe too takes his part ; 
But he blows all his hire into my heart. 
Aur. Alas, what fury's this ? 
Nour. - That's he, thatshe! _ Staring upon him, and 
I znowthedear man's voice: $ catching at hine. 
And this my Rival, thisthe curſed ſhe. 
They kiſs 3 into cachothers arms they run: 
Cloſe, cloſe, cloſe ! muſt I ſee, and mult have none ? 
Thou art not hers : give me that eager kils. 
Ingratetul! have Tloſt Morat for this? 
Will you ?----- before my face ?----- poor helpleſs I 
Sce all; and have my Hell before I die! [ Sinks down, 
Emp. With thy laſt breath thou haſt thy crimes contelt : 
Farewel 3 and take, what thou ne'r gav'ſt me, reſt. 
But you, my Son, recerve it better here: (ng him [nda- 
The juſt rewards of Love and Honour wear. (mora's hand. 
Receive the Miltris you ſolong have ſerv'd ; 
Receive the Crown your Loialty preferv'd. 
Take you the Reins, while I from caresremove, 
Andikep within the Chariot which I drove. 


E pilogue, 


Epilogue. 


Who needs would undertake to pleaſe by Rule : 

He thought that, if his Chara@ers were good, 
The Scenes entire, and freed from noiſe and bloud ; 
The Adion great, yet circumſerib'd by Tine, 
The Words not forc'd, but fliding into Rhime, 
The Palſions rais'd and calm'd by juit Degrees, 
As Tides are ſwell'd, and then retire to Seas ; 
He thought, in hitting theſe, his bus neſs done, 
Though he, perhaps, has fail 'd in ev'ry one: 
But, = all, a Poet muſt confeſs, 
His Art's like Phyſick, but « happy gheſs. 

/ j : 


A Pretty task! and ſo I told the Fool, 


Tour Pleaſure on your Fancy mu 

The Lady's pleas'd, juſt as ſhe likes her Friend. 

No Song | no Dance! no Show | he fears you'l ſay, 

Tou love all naked Beanties, but a Play. 

He much miſtakes your methods to delight ; 

And, like the French, abhors our Target-fieht : | 
But thoſe damn'd Dogs can never be 1th" right. 

True Engliſh hate your Monſtenr's paltry Arts; 

For you are all Silk-weavers, in your hearts. 

Bold Brittons, at 4 brave Bear-garden Fray, 

Are rouz'd : and, clutt ring Sticks, cry, Play, play, play. 
Mean time, your filthy Forreigner will ſtare, 

And mutter to him{elf, Ha gens Barbare ! 

And, Gad, 'tis well Le mutters ; well for him; 

Onur Butchers elſe would tear him limb from limb. 

Tis true, the time may come, your Sons may be 


Irfeded with this French civility 
Bus 


But this in After-ages will be done : 

Onr Poet writes a hundred years too ſoon. 

' This Age comes on too flow, or he too fiſt: 

And early Springs are ſubje@ to a blaſt! 

Who would excel, when few can make a Teſt 
Betwixt indiff rent Writing and the beſt ? 

For Favours cheap and common, who won'd ſtrive, 
Which, like abendon'd Proftitates, you give 2 

Tet ſcatter 'd here and there I ſome 

Who can diſcern the Tinſel the Gold: 

To theſe- he writes; and, if by them allow'd, 

"Tis their Prerogative to rule the Crowd. 

For- he more fears ( like a preſuming Man) 

Their Votes who cannot e, than theirs who can. 


